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Earl of S»ffoltk. 

Lord Talbot. 

Young Talbot, his Son. 

Richard Plantagentt, afterwards duke of York. 
Morttmer, Earl of March. 


LIFE 


H 
. robo ne oo | MEN. 8 — : 
King Henry the Sixth, | 
Duke of Glofer, U to the King. and Protector. 1 
Duke of Bedford, Uncle to the King, and Regent of France. 7 
Cardinal Beaufort, Biſhop of Wincheſter, and great Uncle 1 
to the King. . : £32 
Duke of Exeter. 2 AX | 5 1 
Duke of 2 | | 55 4: 
Earl of Warwic 1 
Earl of Salibury. 8 
1 
Sir Jobn Faſtclfe. N. oodvile, Lieutenant of the Todd 5 
Lord Mayor of London. Sir Thomas  Gargrave. Sir 5 
William G ſdale. Sir William Lucy. n ln . 
ene of the White Roſe, or Vork Faction. F 1 0 
Haſſet, of the Red Roſe, or Lancaſter, Faction. on 
Charles, Dauphin, and afterwards King of France. 15 1 
 Reigmer, Duke of Anjou, aud titular King of How. 5 
"Duke of Burgundy. 6 15 
Duke of Alencon. : Ky 
Baſtard of Orleans. : 3 
Governor of Paris. . +. 
Maſter- Gunner of e Boy; his Sen.” 10 7 I 
An old Shepherd, Father to Joan la Pucelle, 34 


WOMEN. 


Margaret, Daughter to Reignier, and afterwards Queen 
to King Henry. | 
Counteſs of 4u uDergne. £ 
Joum la Pucelle, a called Soon: of Arc ; a Maid 
pretending to be inſpir'd from Heaven, and ſctting up 
for the Championeſs of France, | 
Fiends, attending her. 


Lords, Captains, Soldiers, Meſſengers, and ſeveral At- 
tendants both on the Engliſh and French. 


The Scxxx is partly in England, and partly in France. 
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: FIRST PART or a 


HENRY VI, 


ACT I. SCENE T. 


| Weſtminſter» Abbey. Dead Marel. Enter the Funeral of 
King Henry the Fifth, attended on by the Duke of Bens 

rok p, Regent of France; the Duke of GLOSTER, Profec- 
tor; the Duke of EXETER, and the Karl of Warwick ; 

the Biſbo> of ee and the Duke of SOMtrsS2T,. 
T's, | | ; | 2 TA 


B. G hd. 


NG be the heavens with black, Field day to night! 
Comets, importing change of times and ſtates, 
Brandiſh your cryſtal treſſes in the ſky ; 
And with them fcourge the bad revolting ſtars, 
That have conſented unto Henry's death ! 
Henry the fifth, too famous to live long! 
England ne'er Joſt a king of fo much worth. 
Glo. England ne'er had a king, until his time, _ _ 
Virtue he had, deſerving to command : 3 
His brandiſh'd ſword did blind men with his beams 5 ; 
His arms ſpread wider than a dragon's wings; . 
His ſparkling eyes, replete with wrathful fire, 
More dazzled and drove back his enemies, 
Than mid-day ſun, fierce bent againſt their faces. 
What ſhould I ſay ? his deeds exceed all ſpeech; 
He nel er lift up his hand, but conquered. 
Exe. We mourn in black; Why mourn we not in blood 
enry is dead, and never ſhall revive: 
Upon a wooden coffin we attend; 
And death's diſhonourable victory 
We with our ſtately preſence glorify, 


Like Ive ads bound to a triumphant car.. 1322 
A2 | What? 


* * — 2 Nn 
nn r EE 
2 N r 5. . by . ber 
II N : n q 


Than Julius Cæſar, or bright 
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| What ? ſhall we curſe the planets of miſhap, 


That plotted thus ous glory's overthrow ?. 
Or ſhall we think the ſubtile-witted French 
Conjurers and ſorcerers, that, afraid of him, 


- By magic verſes have contriv'd his end ? 


Win. He was a king bleſt of the King of kings. 
Unto the French the dreadful judgment- day 


_ So dreadful will not be, as was his ſight. 


The battles of the Lord of hoſts he fought : . 
The church's prayers made him ſo proſperous _ 
Glo. The church! where is it! Had not church-men: 
pray d. 
His thread of life had not ſo 658 3 : 
None do you like but an effeminate prince, 
Whom, like a ſchool-boy, you may over-awe. 

Wir, Gloſter, whate'er we like, thou art protector; 
And lookeſt to command the prince, and realm. 

Thy wife 1s proud ; ſhe holdeth thee in awe, 
More than God, or religious church-men, may. 

Glo. Name not religion, for thou lov'ſt the fleſh; 
And ne'er throughout the year to church thou go'ſt, 
Except it be to pray againſt thy foes. 

Bed. Ceaſe, ceaſe theſe Jars, and reſt your minds ig 

peace! 

Let's to the altar: Heralds, wait on us: 
Inſtead of gold, we'll offer up our arms; 
Since arms avail not, now that Henry's dead. — 
Poſterity, await for wretched years, 
When at their mothers” moiſt eyes babes ſhall ſuck x 
Our iſle be made a nourith of ſalt tears, 
And none but women. left to wail the fend. = 

enry the fifth! thy ghoſt I invocate; 
Proſper this realm, keep it from civil broils! 
Combat with adverſe planets in the heavens! 
A far more glorious ſtar thy ſoul whe make; 


Enter a M. Henger. 
Mg. My honourable lords, health to you all! 
Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 


42. KING HENRY TT | 'F 


Of loſs, of ſlaughter, and-diſcomfiture. 2. 1, 41 
Guienne, Champaigne, Rheims,:Orlcans, 


1 Pari-, Guyſors, Poictiers, are all quite loſt, 5 
1 Bed. What ſay'ſt thou, man, before dead Henry 8 care? 
- Speak ſoftly ; or the loſs of thoſe great tow us. 
8 Will make him burſt his lead, and riſe from death. 
8 Glo. Is Paris Joſt ? 43 Roan yielded up? 
1 If Henry were recall'd to life again, 0 
„ Theſe news would cauſe him once more yield the; baden 
1 Exe. How were they loſt? what treachery was ud 
1 Me,. No treachery; but want of men, and money. 
1 Among the ſoldiers this is muttered— - 
= That here you maintain ſeveral factions; 3b; 10 B Ad e 
2 And, whilſt a fteld ſhould be diſpatch'd and fonght, 
You are diſputmg of your generals. 
One would have ling' ring wars, with little coſt Sv 
Another would fly ſwift, but wanteth wings . 
A third man thinks, withont expence at all. 
By guileful fair words peace maꝝ be obrain'de » +1 | 
Awake, awake, Engliſh nobility 1+ D EH 0 
Let not floth dim your honours, W 6 NT. 


Crop'd are the fleur- de- luces in your arms 
Ot «England's coat one half is cut a CwWyy e. 
Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral, 
Theſe tidings would call forth their flowing tides. 
Bed. Me they concern; regent J am of France:— 
Give me my ſteeled coat, IU fight for France. | 


Away with theſe diſgracefu] wailing robes! | 
Wounds I will lend the French, inſtead of eyes, Ü 
| To weep thaw intermiſſive miſeries, 1 | 
Enter to them another Meſſenger. 
i 1 My. Lords, view Ytheſe) ger, full of bed rai 
1 \ chance,”s '-v:7 1 92] i oat 21 


France is revolted from dhe + Engliſh quitelz: 4 480d 
Except ſome petty towns of no import: 

The dauphin Charles is crowned king in Rheims; 
The baſtard of Orleans with him is join'd ; 


Reitznier, duke of Anjou, doth take his part; 


— 124 AS. 
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FIRST PARTOF 47 . 
The duke of Alencon flieth to bis fide. [ Exit. 


Exe. The dauphin crowned king! all fly to him! 
O, whither ſhall we fly from this reproach ? 

Glo. We will not fly, but to our enemies throats ;— 
Bedford, if thou be ſlack, PII fight it out. 

Hed. Gloſter, why doubt'it thou of my ſorwardneſs ? 
An army have I muſter'd in my thoughts, 
Wherewith already France is over- run. 

: Enter a third Meſſenger. 
3 M. My gracious lords—to add to your laments, 


| Wherewith you now bedew king Henry's hearſe— 


I muſt inform you of a diſmal fight, 
Betwixt the ſtout lord Talbot and the French. 

Win. What! wherein Talbot overcame ? is't ſo ? 

3 Me O, no: wherein lord Talbot was o'erthrown : 
The circumſtance I'll tell you more at large. 
The tenth of Auguſt laſt, this dreadful lord, 
Retiring from the fiege of Orleans, | 
Having full fcaree fix thouſand in his troop, 
By three and twenty thouſand of the French 
Was round encompaſſed and ſet upon; 
No leiſure had he to enrank his men; 
He wanted pikes to ſet before his archert; 7 Rte 7 0 
Inſtead whereof, ſharp ſtakes, pluck'd out of hedg 
They pitched in the ground confuſedly, | 
To keep the horſemen off from breaking in. 
More than three hours'the fight continued ; 
Where valiant Talbot, above human thought, 
Enacted wonders with his ſword and lanee. 
Hundreds he ſent to hell, and none durſt ſtand him: 
Here, there, and every where, enrag'd he flew; | 
The French exclaim'd, Fhe devil was in arms; 
All the whole army ſtood agaz'd on him; 
His ſoldiers, ſpying his undaunted ſpirit, 
A Talbot! a Talbot! cried out amain, 


— 


And ruſh'd into the bowels of the battle. 


Here had the conqueſt fully been ſeal'd up, 
If Sir John Faſtolfe had not play'd the coward ; 
He being in the vaward (plac'd behind, 


AZ T. KING HENRY vr. 7 


with purpoſe to relieve and follow them) 
Cowardly fled, not having ſtruck one ſtroke. 
Hence grew the general wreck and maſſacre; 
Encloſed were they with their enemies: 
A baſe Walloon to win the dauphin's grace, 
Thruſt Talbot with a ſpear into the back; 
Whom all France, with her chief aſſembled ſtrength, 
Durſt not preſume.to look once in the face. 
Bed. Is Talbot ſlain ? then I will lay myſelf, 
For living idly here, in pomp and eaſe, 
Whilſt ſuch a worthy leader, wanting aid, 
VUnto his daſtard foe-men is betray'd: 
3440. O no, he lives; but is took priſoner, 
And lord Seales with him, and lord Hungerford : 
Moſt of the reſt flaughter'd, or took, likewiſe. 
Bed. His ranſom there is none Gus 1 ſhall pay; 
III hale the dauphin headlong from his throne, 
His crown ſhall be the ranſom. of my friend; 
Four of their lords VII change for one of ours. 
Farewel, my maſters; to my taſk will I; 
Bonfires in France forthwith I am to a 
To keep our great ſaint George's feaſt withal : 
Ten thouſand ſoldiers with me I will take, 
WI 2 bloody deeds ſhall make all Europe. quaks. 
J. So you had need; for Orleans is beſieg d; 
s The Engliſh army is grown weak and faint ; 
The earl of Saliſbury craveth ſupply : _ 
And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 
Since they, ſo few, watch ſuch a multitude. 
Exe. Remember, lords, your oaths to Henry ſworn: 
Either to quell the dauphin utterly, 
Or bring him in obedience to your yoke. 
Bed. 1 do remember it; and here take leave, 
To go about my preparation. [ Exit. 
Glo. I'll to the Tewer with all the haſte I can, 
To view the artillery and munition; | 
And then I will proclaim young Henry king. [Extt. 
Exe. To Eltham will I, where the young king is, 
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Being ordain'd his ſpecial L governor ; 


And for his ſafety there I'll beſt deviſe; (Exit. 


Win. Each hath his place and fundtion' * attend: 
I am left out; for me nothing remains. 
But long I will not be ſick-ouvob-office; $57 440) 
The king from Eltham I intend to ſend, 


And lit at chiefeſt ern of MN pon weal. 5 [ Exit. 
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SCENE E. 


Before Orleans in Franca Znter CHARLES ALENCO V, and 


RE1GNIER, marching with a Drum and Soldiers, 


Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the heavens, 
301 in the earth, to this rad is not KNOWD £ * 


n 


What towns of any moment, but we have ? 
At pleaſure here we lie, near Orleans: 
Otherwhiles, the famiſh'd Engliſh, like pale ghoſts, 
Faintly beſiege us one hour in a month. 
Alen. They want _ Pr 155 their fas bull 
beeves: 
Either they muſt be dietea, like wide, : 
And have their provender ty'&to their mouths, 


Or piteous they will look, like drowned mice. 


Reig. Let's raiſe the ſiege; Why live we idly here? 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear: 
Remaineth none, but mad-brain'd Saliſpury; 
And he may well in fretting ſpend his gall, 
Nor men, nor money, hath he to make war. 
Char. Sound, ſound, alarum; we will ruſh on them. 
Now for the honour of the forſorn French: 
Him I forgive my death, that killeth me, | 
When he ſees me go back one foot, or fly. [Excunts 
| [Here Alarum, they are . 2 the Eng li * 
-n6ith great . 


Re enter 
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Re-enter CHARLES, ALENCON, and REIGNIER, 


Char. Who ever ſaw, the like? what men have I ?— 
Dogs! cowards! daſtards !—1 would ne'er have fled, 0 
But that they left me midſt my enemies. 
Reig. Saliſbury is a deſperate homicide; 
He fighteth as one weary of his life. 
The other Iords, like lions wanting food, 
Do ruſh upon us as their hunger prey. 
Alen. Froiſard, a countryman of ours, records, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands bred, 
During the time Edward the third did reign. 
More truly now may this be verified; 
For none but Sampſons, and Goliaſfes, 
It ſendeth forth to ſkirmiſh. One to ten] 
Lean raw. bon'd raſcals! who would e'er ſuppoſe 
They had ſuch courage and audacity? 125 
Char, Let's leave this town; for they. s are heir. brain 4 
flaves, . 
And hunger will enforce adi to be more eager : 
Of old I know them; rather with: their teeth 
The walls they'll tear down, then forſake the ſiege. 
Reig. 4 think, by ſome odd gimmals or device, 
Their arms are ſet, like clocks, ſill to ſtrike on; 
Elſe they could ne'er hold out ſo, as they do. - 
By my conſent, we'll e'en * them N 
Alen. Be it ſo. | | 
< Enter the Beere if Oo teas, 
Ba. Where s the prince Pn ? I have news for 
8 
Dau. Baſtard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us. 
Baſt. Methinks, your looks are ſad, your cheer ap- 
pall'd ; 
Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence ? _ 
Be not diſmay'd, for ſuccour is at hand: 
A holy maid hither with me T bring, b 
Which, by a viſion ſent te her from heaven, 
Ordained is to raiſe this tedious ſiege, 
| Hu 8 the Engliſh * the bounds of France, 
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To, whilſt I waited on my tender lambe, 6 


10 FIRST PART OF, AFL 


The ſpirit of deep prophecy ſhe hath, 

Exceeding the nine ſibyls of old Rome; | 

What's paſt, and what's te come, ſhe can es 

Speak, ſhall 1 call her in? Believe my words, 
For they are certain and infallible. | 

Dau. Go, call her in: But firſt, to try her eil. 
Reignier, ſtand thou as dauphin i in my place ; 
Queſtion her proudly, let thy looks be tern ;— 
By this means ſhall we found what {kill ſhe hath, 

Enter JOAN La PUCELLE, 

Reig. Fair maid, ist thou wilt do theſe wondrous. 

feats? 
Pucel. Reigrier, ist thou that thinkeft 1 to beguile me? 
Where is the dauphin ? - come, come from behind; 
know thee well, though never ſeen before. 
Be not amaz'd, there's nothing did from me: 

In private will I talk with thee apart j— 

Stand back, you lords, and give us leave a while, 
Teig. She takes upon her bravely at firſt daſn. 


Pncel. Dauphin, lam by birth a ſhepherd's te 
My wit untrain'd in any kind of art. 


G 


Heaven, and our Lady gracious, hath it pleas'd 
To ſhine on my contemptible eſtate : _ 


% 


And to ſun's parching heat diſplay'd my checks, 


. God's mother deigned to appear to me; 


And, in a viſion full of majeſty, 
-- Willd me to leave my baſe vocation, 
And free my country from calamity * 5 

Her aid ſhe promis'd, and aſſur'd ſucceſs: 

In complete glory ſhe reveal'd herſelf: 7% 
And, whereas | was black and ſwart before, 
With thoſe clear rays which ſhe infusd on me, 
That beauty am | bleſt with, which you ſee. 
Aſk me what queſtion thou canſt poſſible, 
And I will anſwer unpremeditated : 

My courage try by combat, if thou dar'ſt, 
And thou ſhalt find that I exceed my ſex. 
Reſolve on this : Thou ſhalt be fortunate, , 
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If thou receive me for thy warlike mate. 
Dau. Thou haſt aſtoniſh'd me with thy high terms: 
Only this proof of thy valour make— ' 


In ſingle combat chou ſhalt buckle with me; 


And, if thou vanquiſheſt, thy words are true; 


Otherwiſe, I renounce. all confidence. - 


Pucel. I am prepar'd : here is my keen. edg d cord, 
Deck'd with fine fleur - de· lures on each fide; 
The which, at Toutaine in faint Katharine church- 
_ yard, 2 6 
Out of a eat of old bn este forth. 
Dau. Then come o' God's name, 1 Aae no woman. 
Pucel. And, while 1 live, PI never fly no man. 
[Here they fight, and Jτ rA PUCELLE overcomes, 
Dau. Stay, ſtay thy hands; thou art an Amazon, 1 
And fighteſt with the ſword of Debora. | 
Pucel. Chriſt's mother helps me, elſe I were too weak. 
Dau. Whoe'er helps thee, tis thou that muſt wo me: 
Impatiently I burn with thy deſire; : | 
My heart and hands thou haft at once fibaws, 
Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be fo, ' | 


Let me thy ſervant, and not ſovereign be; , 


Tis the French dauphin ſueth to thee thus. 

Pucel. 1 muſt not yield to any rites of love, 

For my profeſſion s ſacred from above: 

When I have chaſſed all thy Wes from hence, a 

Then will I think upon a reconlpence. : 
Dau. Mean time, look gracious on thy proſtrate thrall 
Teig. My lord, methinks, is very long in talk. 
Alen. Doubtleſs, he ſhrives this woman to her ſmock; 

Elſe ne'er could he ſo long protract his ſpeech... | 
Keig. Shall we diſturb him, ſince he keeps no mean? 
Alen. He may mean more than we poor men do know? 

Theſe women are ſhrewd-tempters with their tongues. 
Reig. My lord, where are you-? what deviſe you on? 

Shall we give over Orleans, or no? 

 Pucel. Why, no, I fay, diftruſtful ni 
Tight ee MC eats . 
Dan 
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12 FIRST PART OF - Act Z. 


Dau. What ſhe ſays, I'll confirm ; ; we'll fight it out. 
Pucel. Aſſign'd I am to be the Engliſh ſcourge. 

This night the ſiege aſſuredly I'll raiſe : 

Expect ſaint Martin's ſummer, halcyon days, 

Since I have enter'd thus into theſe wars. 

Glory is like a circie in the water, 

Which never ceaſes to enlarge itſelf, 

Till, by broad ſpreading, it diſperſe to nought. 

With Henry's death, the Engliſh circle ends ; 


| Diſperſed are the glories it included. 


Now am I like that proud inſulting ſhip, ; 
Which Czſar and his fortune bare at once. 

Dau. Was Mahomet inſpired with a dove? 
Thou with an eagle art inſpired then. 


Helen, the mother of great Conſtantine, 

Nor yet ſaint Philip's.daughters, were like thee. 
Bright ſtar of Venus, fall'n down on the earth, 
How may I reverently worſhip thee enough? 


Alen. Leave off delays, and let us raiſe the fiege. 
' Reig. Woman, dofwhat thou canſt to ſave our-honours; 
Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz d. 
Dau. Preſently we'll try: Come, let's away about it:;— 
No prophet will I truſt, if ſhe "om falſe, , [ Exeunt. 


— 


cf E. 


2. . in Landon. Fader een vii Bis * 


ving- Men. 


2 I am come to ſurvey the Tower this day 
Since Henry's death, I fear, there is con veyance.— 
Where be theſe warders, that they wait not here; 


Open the gates; it is Gloſter that calls. 


1 Word. Whols there, that knocketh ſo imperiouſly ? 
I Man. It is the noble duke of Gloſter. 
2 Ward. Whoe'er he be, you may not be let in. 
I Man. Villains, anſwer you ſo the lord protector. 
x Ward. The Lord protect him! ſo we anſwer him: 
2 - We 
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We do no otherwiſe than we are will'd. 
Glo. Who willed you? or whoſe will ſtands, but mine? 
There's none protector of the realm, but 
Break up the gates, [II be your warrantize : 
Shall I be flouted thus by — ? 


GLOSTER'S Men 2 at he Toma Gate, pr nnd. 
1, the Lieutenant, ſpeaks within. , 


Weed. What noiſe is this ? what traitors have we here ? 
Glo. Lieutenant, is it you, whoſe voice J hear? 
Open the gates; here's Gloſter, that would enter. 
Mood. Have patience, noble duke; 1 may not en 
The cardinal of Wincheſter forbids: 
Fr om him I have expreſs commandment, | 
That thou, nor none of thine, ſhall be let in. 
Glo. Faint-hearted Woodvile, prizeſt him fore me ? 
Arrogant Wincheſter! that haughty prelate, 
Wbom Henry, our late ſovereign ne'er could brook ? 2 
Thou art no friend to God, or to the king: 
Gpen the gates, or I'll ſhut thee out ſhortly. 
Serv. Open the gates there to the lord protector; 
We'll burſt them open, if that you eome not quickly. 


Enter to the Protector, at the Towers Gates, WincaesT ER, 
| and his Men in tawny Coats. 


Win, How now, ambitious er! ? What means 
this? 

Glo. Piel'diprieſt, doſt thou command me to be ſhut out? 
Win. 1 do, thou moſt uſurping proditor, 

And not protector of the king or realm. | 

Slo. Stand back, thou manifeſt conſpirator; 

Thou, that contriv'dſt to murder our dead lord; 

Thou, that giv'ſt whores indulgences to ſin; 

I'll canvaſs thee in thy broad cardinal's hat, 

If thou proceed in this thy inſolencte. 
Win. Nay, ſtand thou back, I will not budge a foot: 

This be Damaſcus, be thou 1 

To ſlay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt. 
Nerv 
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Now beat them hence, Why do you let them ſtay ?— 3 
Thee I'll chaſe hence, thou wolf in ſheep's array. 1 
Out, tawny coats! out, ſcarlet hypocrite ! ; 6 

| 1 
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Glo. I will not ſlay thee, but I'll drive thee back: 
Thy ſcarlet robes, as a child's bearing-cloth = 
I'll uſe, to carry thee out of this place. 
Win. Do what thou dar'ſt ; I beard thee to thy face, 
Glo. What? am I dar'd, we bearded to my face? 
Draw, men, for all this privileged place; 
Blue-coats to tawny-coats. Prieſt, beware thy beard; 
I mean to tug it, and to cuff you ſoundly ; 
Under my feet I'll ſtamp thy cardinals hat; 
In ſpite of pope, or dignities of church, 
Here by the cheeks VII drag thee up and down. 
Win. Gloſter, thou'lt anſwer this before the pope. 
Glo. Wincheſter gooſe! 1 cry A rope! a rope 5 


R 
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Here GLosTER's Men beat out the Cardinal's; ard enter, in 


the H. urly-Burly, the Mayor of Londen, and bis Officers. 


Mayor. Fie, lords! that yon, Rug e magi- 
N ſtrates, 
Thus contumelioufſy ſhould break as Pence! 1 
Slo. Peace, _ or; for thou know'ſt little of my 
wrongs 
Here's Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king, 
Hath here diſtrain'd che Tower to his uſe. 
Win. Here's Gloſter too, a foe to citizens; 
One that ſtill motions war, and never peace, 
O'er-charging your free purſes with large n 
That ſeeks to overthrow religion, 
Becauſe he is protector of the realm 
And would have #rmour here out of the Tower, 
To crown himſelf king, and ſupprefs the prince. 
Glo. I will not anſwer thee with words, but blows. 
| Here they ſtirmiſb again. 
Mayor. Nought reſts for me in this tumultuous ſtrife, 
But to make open proclamation 
Come, officer; as loud as &er thou can'ſt. 
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Ot. All manner of men, aſſembled bere in arms this day, 
againſt God's peace and the king's, wwe charge and command 
you, in his highneſs name, to repair to your ſeveral dwelling 
places ; and not wear, handle, or uſe any ſword, . 
or dagger, bevceferwardy upon pain of death. 


Glo. Cardinal, I'll be no breaker of the law : 
But we ſhall meet, and break our minds at large. 
Win. Gloſter, we'll meet; to thy coſt, be thou ſure : 
Thy heart-blood I will have for this day's work. 
Mayor. I'Il call for clubs, if you will not away; 
This cardinal is more haughty-than the devil. | 
Glo. Mayor, fare wel; thou doſt but what thou 5 
Win. Abominable Gloſter ! guard thy head; 
For I intend to have it, cre long. Ereunt. 
Mayer. See the coaſt clear d, and then we will de- 
part.— 
Good God ! that bes ſhould ſuch 8 bear! 
I myſelf fight not once in n year. 
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Orleans in France. Enter the Mafter- Galley of one; inal 
FO his Boy. 


' M. Gun. Sirrah, thou know'ſt how Orleans i beieg'd; 
And how the Engliſh have the ſuburbs won. 7 
Bey Father, I know: and oft have ſhot at them, 
Howe'er, unfortunate, I miſs'd my aim. 
24. Gur. But now thou ſhalt not. Be thou rut'd by 
me; 
Chief maſter. gunner am I of this town; 
Something 1 muſt do, to procure me grace, 
The prince's ſpials have informed me, 
How the Engliſh, in the ſuburbs cloſe entrench'd, 
Went, through a ſecret grate of iron bars 
In yonder tower, to over- peer the city; 
B 2 
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And thence diſcover, how, with moſt advantage, 

They may vex us, with ſhot, or with aſſault. ö 

To intercept this in convenience, 
| A piece of ordinance gainſt it l have plac'd ; 
I! And fully even theſe three days have J watch'd, | 
4 If 1 could ſee them; Now, boy, do thou watch ; A 
it; For I can ſtay no longer. N H 
1 If thou ſpy'ſt any, run and W me word; „„ x 
Bs And thou ſhalt find me at the governor's. [Exit þ 
| Boy. Father, I warrant you; take you no care; | A 
# I' never trouble you, if I may ſpy them. 2 
1 Enter the 2 SALISBURY! ond TALBOT, with Sir W. | 3 
4 GLANSDALE and ü. Tuonas GAZGRAVE, on the E 
Kal Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy, again return'd! 3 
0 How wert thou handled, being priſoner? _ -- 4 
0 Or by what means got'ſt thou to be releas dd 4 
| | | Diſcourſe, I pry'thee, on this turret's top. | | 7 
i i Tal. The duke of Bedford had a priſoner, 2 
4 Called the brave lord Ponton de Santrailles x 
#4 For him was i exchang'd and ranſomed. A 
Fi But with a baſer man of arms by far, 
[ } Once, in contempt, they would have barter'd me: 
[ 4 Wich I, diſdaining, ſcorn'd ; and craved death 
1 Rather than I would be ſo pill'd eſteem de. 
1 In fine, redeem'd I was as I deſir'd. 
1 But, oh! the treacherous Faſtolffe wounds my heart! 
1 Whom with my bare fiſts I would execute, 73 
| 1 If I now. had him brought into my power.. £5 1 
it Sal. Yet tell'ſt thou not, how thou wert entertain'd. A 
| | [| Tel. With ſcoffs, and ſcorns, and contumelious taunts. : 
'TH In open market-place produe'd they me, 7 1 . 
nt To be a public ſpectacle to all; W J 
'TF Here, ſaid they, is the terror of the French, 
„ The ſcare- crow that affrights our children ſo. 
1 Then broke I from the officers that led me; 
1 And with my nails digg'd ſtones out of the ground, 
it To hurl at the beholders of my ſhame. | 
[i | | My 
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My griſly countenance made others fly; 
None durſt eome near, for fear of ſud den death. 
In iron walls they deem'd me not ſecure; 
So great fear of my name mongſt them was ſpread, 
That they ſuppos'd I could rend bars of ſteel, 
And ſpurn in pieces poſts of adamant : \ 
Wherefore a guard of choſen ſhot I had, 
That walk'd about me every minute while; 
And if I did but ſtir out of my bed, 
Ready they were to ſhoot me to the heart. 5b 
| Enter the Boy with a" Linftoch. 
Sal. I grieve to hear what torments you endur'd; 


But we will be reveng'd ſufficiently. 


Now it is ſupper-time in Orleans: | 
Here through this grate 1 can count every one, 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortify ; 
Let us look in, the fight will much delight thee.— 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and. Sir William Glanſdale, 
Let me have your expreſs opinions. 
Where is beſt place to make our battery next? 
Ger. I think, at the north gate: for there ſtand lords, 
Glan. And I here, at the bulwark of the bridge. 
Tal. For aught I ſee, this city muſt be famiſh'd, 
Or wich light ſkirmiſhes enfeeble d. - 
[Shot from the Town. SALISBURY and Sir Tao. 
GARGRAYE all down. | 
Sal. O Lord, have mercy on us, ech ſinners! 
Gar. O Lord, have mercy on me, woſul man! 
Tal. What chance is this that ſuddenly hath cron 
us? — 
Speak, Saliſbury ; at leaſt, if thou canſt ſpeak ; 
How far'ſt thou, mirror of all martial men ? 
One of thy eyes, and thy cheek's fide ſtruck off. 
Accurſed tower! accurſed fatal hand, 
That hath contriv'd this woeful tragedy ! 
In thirteen battles Saliſbury o'ercame ; _ 
Henry the fifth he firſt train'd to the wars: \ 
Whallt any trump did ſound, or drum ſtruck up, 
His ſword did ne'er leave ſtriking in the field.— 
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Yet liv'ſt thou, Saliſbury ? though thy ſpeech doth fail, 
One eye thou haſt to look to heaven for grace: 

The ſun with one eye vieweth all the world. - 
Heaven, be thou gracious to none _—_ | 

If Saliſbury wants mercy at thy hands 

Bear hence his body, I will help to bury it,— 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, haſt thou any life ! 


Speak unto Talbot; nay, look up to him. 


Saliſbury, cheer thi ſpirit with this comfort; 5 
Thou ſhalt not die, whiles—— _ 
He beckons with his hand, and in on me; 
As who ſhould ſay, When 1 am dead and gene, 
Remember to avenge me on the French.— — : 
Plantagenet, I will; and Nero-like, | = 
Play on the lute, beholding the towns burn: 2 
Wretched ſhall France be only in my name. 
[ Here an Alarum, and it thunders and lightens.. 
What ſtir is this? What tumult's in the heavens? 
Whence cometh this alarum, and this noiſe ? 
Enter a Meſſenger. | 
222 My lord, my lord, the French have gather'd 
head: 
The dauphin, with one 158 la Pucelle ; join 'd— | Fr, 
A holy propheteſs, new riſen up— | 47 1 
Is come with a great power to raiſe the ſiege. | 
Here SALISBURY [:ifteth himfelf up, and groan 
Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Saliſbury doth groan! 
It irks his heart he cannot be reveng'd.— 4 
Frenchmen, 'I'll be a Saliſbury to you: 5 | | 
Pucelle or puzzel, dolphin or dogftſh, - MES ' 


| Your hearts 1'll ſtamp out with my horſe's heels, 


And make a quagmire of your mingled 5 

Convey me $aliſbury into his tent, 

And then we'll try what daſtard Frenchmen 3 
Alarum. Exeunt, bearing out the bodies... 


SCENE 
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ScENE V. 


Here an Alarum again; and TALBOT purſueth the Dau- 
FPuin, and driveth him: then enter JOAN La PUCELLE, 
driving Engliſhmen before her. Then enter TALBOT. | 


1 / 
Y | Tal. Where is my ſtrength, my valour, and my force : 2 
NY Our Engliſh troops retire, I cannot ſtay them ; 3 

b | A woman, clad in armour, chaſeth them. 

2B Enter La PUCELLE, | 

1 Fere, here ſhe comes: — I'll have a bout with thee 
Devil, or devil's dam, I'll conjure thee : 

| Blood will. I draw on thee, thou art a witch, 

E | And ſtraightway give thy ſoul to him thou ſerv'ſt. 

1 Pueel. Come, come, tis = on I that muſt diſgrace thee. 
3 [ They fights 
= Tal. Heavens, can you ſuffer nell ſo to prevail? : 
© | My breaſt Ill burſt with ſtraining of my courage, 

'Y And from my ſhoulders crack my arms aſunder, 

27 But I will chaſtiſe this high-minded ſtrumpet. 


Pucel. Talbot, farewell; thy hour is not yet come: 8 
I muſt go victual Orleans forthwith. 
[4 ſbort Alarum. Then enters tbe totun with ſoldierss 
O'ertake me if thou canſt; I ſcorn thy ſtrength. - 
Go, go, cheer up thy hunger-ſtarved men; 
1 Help Saliſbury to make his teſtament: 
1 This wh is _—_ as many more ſha} be. 
B : [ Exit PUCELLE. 
Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a potter's wheel; 
I know not where I am, nor what Ido: 
A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 
Drives back our troops, and conquers as ſhe liſts ; | 
So bees with ſmoke, and deves with noiſome ſtench, 
Are from their hives, and houſes, driver awsy, 
They call'd us, for our fierceneſs, Engliſh dogs; 
Now, like their IR we crying run away. 
A. Port Alarump 
Hark, countrymen! either renew the Sake, | 
Or tear the lions out of England's coat; 


Renounce 
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Renounce your ſoil, give ſheep in lions” ſtead * 
Sheep run not half fo timorous from the wolf, 
Or horſe, or oxen, from the leopard, 
As you fly from your oft-ſubdued fla ves. 
| Alarum. Here another Jer irmifh, © 
It will not be :—Retire into your trenches:: 
You all conſented unto Saliſbury's death, 


For none would ſtrike a ſtroke in his e 


Pucelle is enter'd into Orleans, 
In fpight of us, or aught that we could ds. 
O, would I were to die with Saliſbury ! | 
The ſhame hereof will make me hide my head. 
{Exit Tar BOT. Alarum, retreat, flouriſh, 


SCENE Y. 


Enter, on the Walls, PUCELLE, Dauphin, REiGNIER, 
| ALENCON, and Soldiers, 
. Pucel. Advance our waving colours on the walls; Þ 
Reſcu'd is Orleans from the Engliſh wolves ;— 


Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform'd her word. 


Dau. Divineſt creature, bright Aſtræa's daughter, 
How ſhall I honour thee for this ſucceſs ? 
Thy promiſes are like Adonis' gardens, 
That one day bloom'd, and fruitful were the next, 
France, triumph in thy glorious propheteſs |— 
Recover'd is the town of Orleans: 
More bleſſed hap did ne'er befall our ſtate. 
Reig. Why ring not out the bells throughout the 
town? ö 
Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires, 
And feaſt and banquet in the open ſtreets, 
To celebrate the joy that God hath given us. 
Alen. All France will be replete with mirth and; joy, 
When they ſhall hear how we have play'd the men. 
Dau. *Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won; 
For which, I will divide my crown with her ; 


And all the prieſts and friars in my realm 


Shall, 
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| Shall, in proceſſion, ſing her endlefs praiſe. 

A ſtatelier Pyramis to her Pll rear, 

Than Rhodope's, or Memphis“ ever was: 

In memor” of her, when ſhe is dead, 

Her aſhes, in an urn more precious 

Than the rich- jewel'd coffer of Darius, 

Tranſported ſhall be at high feſtivals 

Before the kings and queens of France. 

No longer on St Dennis will we ery, 

But Joan la Pucelle ſhall be France's ſaint. 

Come in; and let us banquet royally, | 
After this golden day ofvictory.  [Flouriſh. Excunte 


\ 


— — 
ACT E. SCENE Z 


Before e Enter a Sun Serjeant with tue Centi- 
nels. 


Seſjeant. | 


83 take your places, and be vigilant : 5 
If any noiſe, or ſoldier, you perceive, 
Near to the walls, by ſome apparent ſign, 
Let us have knowledge at the court of guard. 
Cent. Serjeant, you ſhall. [Exit Serjeant.) Thus are 
| poor ſervitors 
(When others lleep upon their quiet beds) 
Conſtrain'd to watch in darkneſs, rain, and cold. 


. TALBOT, BeDroRD, as BURGUNDY, with ſealing 
Ladders. Their Drums beating a dead March. 


Tal. Lord regent—and redoubted Burgundy— 
By whoſe approach, the regions of Artois, 
Walloon, and Picardy, are friends to us 
This happy night the Frenchmen are ſecure, 
Having all day carous'd and banqueted ; | 
Embrace we then this opportunity ; 


As fitting beſt to quittance their _ 
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Contriv'd by art, and baleful ſorcery. | 
Bed. Coward of France —how much he wrongs his 
fame, 
Deſpairing of his own arm's fortitude, 
To join with witches, and the help of hell. 
Bur. Traitors have never other company.— _ : 
But what's that Pucelle, whom _ term ſo yo ? 
Tal. A maid, they ſay. 
Bed. A maid! and be fo iin 
Bur. Pray God, ſhe prove not maſculine ere long; '# 
If underneath the ſtandard of the French 
She carry armour, as ſhe hath begun. 
Tal. Well, let them practiſe and converſe with ſpirits : - 
God is our fortreſs; in whoſe conquering name, 
. Let us reſolve to ſcale their flinty bulwarks, 
Zed. Aſcend, brave Talbot; we will follow thee. 
Tal. Not all together: better far, I gueſs, 
That we do make our entrance ſeveral ways; 
That, if it chance the one of us do fail, 
The other yet may riſe againſt their force. 
f Bed. Agreed; I'll to yon corner. | 
Bur. And | to this. 
Tal.. And here will Talbot mount, or r make his grave. 
41. Now, Saliſbury ! for thee, and for the right 
iz \ Of Engliſh Henry, ſhall this night appear 
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111 How mach 3 in duty I am bound to both. . 

Fi PE (7 be Engliſh, ſcaling the walls, cry, $* George! 
11 A Tallot , 

#4 Cent. (Within. } Arm, arm! the enemy doth make a6. 
17 | 2anlts 4 
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THE 


The French leap over the 1 alle in er 7 Enter 33 
3 Ways, Bas TARD, ALENCON, RzE1GNIER, half ready, 
and half wnready. 
Alin. How now, my lords? what, all unready ſo? 
Baſt. Unready ? ay, and glad we ſcap'd ſo well. 
Reig. Twas time, I trow, to wake, and leave our beds, 

Hearing alarums at our chamber doors. 

2 Alen. Of all exploits, ſince firſt 1 follow d TE 
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Ne'er heard I of a warlike enterprize 

More venturous, or deſperate, than this. 
Bal. I think this Talbot is a fiend of hell. 
Neig. If not of hell, the heavens, ſure, favour him. 
Alen. Here cometh Charles ; 1 marvel how he 0. 


Enter CHARLES, and PUCELLE. 


Baft. Tut! holy Joan was his defenſive guard. 
Char. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame ? 
Didſt thou at firſt, to flatter us withal, 
Make us partakers of a little gain, 
That now our loſs might be ten times ſo much ? 
Pucel. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend ? 
At all times will you have my power alike ? 
Sleeping, or waking, muſt I till prevail. 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ?— 
Improvident ſoldiers ! had your watch been go 
This ſudden miſchief never could have fall'n. 
Char. Duke of Alencon, this was your default ; 
That, being captain of the watch to-night, 7's 
Did look no better to that weighty charge. 
Alen. Had all your quarters been as ſafely kept, 
As that whereof I had the government, LE - 
We had not been thus ſhamefully ſurpriz'd. | 
Baſt. Mine was ſecure, 
Reig. And ſo was mine, my lord. 
Char. And, for myſelf, moſt part of all this night, 
Within her quarter, and mine own precinct, 
I was employ'd in paſſing to and fro, 
About relieving of the centinels : 
Then how, or which way, ſhould they firſt break in ? 
Pucel. | Queſtion, my lords, no further of the caſe, 
How, or which way: 'tts ſure, they found ſome part 
But weakly guarded, where the breach was made. 
And now there reſts no other ſhift but this— 
To gather our ſoldiers, ſcatter'd and diſpers d, 
And lay new platforms to endamage them. 
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Ll 


* 1 4 Slider, erying, 4 T albet 24 7 albet! they 
Ay, leaving their Clothes behind. 
Sol. I'll be fo bold to take what they have left. 
The cry of Talbot ſerves me for à ſword; 
For I have loaden me with many ſpoils, 
Uſing no other weapon but his name. [I Exit. 


SCENE 3 It. © Ss - 


Wo Py 


The fame. Enter TALBOT, Beprond, BuxcunDY, He. 


Bed. The day begins to break, and night is fled, 
Whoſe pitchy mantle over-veil'd the earth. 


Here ſound n and ceaſe our hot purſuit. 


Ketreat. 
Tal. Bring forth the body of old Saliſbury ; $. 
And here advance it in the market-place, 


The middle centre of this curſed town.— 


Now have | pay'd my vow unto his ſoul ; 


For every drop of blood was drawn Fo him, > 


There hath at leaſt five Frenchmen dy'd to-night, 
And, that hereafter ages may behold _ 
What ruin happen'd in revenge of him, f 
A tomb, wherein his corpſe ſhall be interr'd: 
Upon the which, that eyery one may read, 
Shall be engrav'd the ſack of Orleans: 
The treacherous manner of bis mournful death, 
And what a terror he had been to France. 
But, lords, in all our bloody maſſacre, 
I muſe, we met not with the dauphin's grace; 
His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Are; 
Nor any of his falſe confederates. 

Bed. 'Tis thought, lord Talbot, when the fight began 
Rous'd on the ſudden from their drowſy beds, | 
They did, amongſt the troops of armed men, 


Leap o'er the walls for refuge in the field. 


Poa | Bur. 
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Bur. Myſelf (as far as I could well diſcern, 
For ſmoke, and duiky vapaurs of the night) 
Am ſure, I ſcar'd the dauphin, and his truil: 
When arm in arm they both came ſwiftly running, 
Like to a pair of loving turtle doves, 
That could not line aſunder day or night, 
After that things are ſet in order here, 


We'llfollow them with all the power we have. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me. All hail, my lord! which of this princely train 
Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts 
So much applauded through the realm of France ? 
Tal. Here is the Talbot ; Who would ſpeak with him! 2 
Me. The virtuous lady, counteſs of Auvergne, 
With modeſty admiring thy renown, | 
By me entreats, great lord, thou wouldſt vouchſafe 
To viſit her poor caſtle where ihe lies; | 
That ſhe may boaſt, ſhe hath beheld the man 
Whaſe glory fills the world with loud report. 
Bur. Is it even ſo? Nay, then, I ſee, our wars 
Will turn into a peaceſul comic ſport, 
When ladies crave to be encounter'd with. 
You may not, my lord, deſpiſe her gentle ſuit: 
Tal. Ne'er truſt me then; for when a world of men 
Could not prevail with all their oratory, | 
Yet hath a woman's kindneſs over-ruPd :— 
And therefore tell her, I return great thanks: 
And in ſubmiſſion will attend on her.— 
Will not your honours bear me company ? 
Bed. No, truly ; that is more than manners will : 
And I have heard it ſaid - Unbidden gueſts 
Are often welcomeſt when they are gone. 
Tal. Well then, alone, ſince there's no remedy, 
I mean to prove this lady's courteſy. 
Come hither, captain. { Whiſpers.\—You perceive my 
mind. Fg 
Capt. I do, my lord J and mean accordingly. I 
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SCENE III. 


The Counts oe of AUNERGNE's Cæfle. Enter the Counteſs, 
and her; Porter, 


Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge ; 
And, when you have done ſo, bring they keys to me. 
Pert. Madam, I will. | | Exit, 
Count, The plot is laid : if all things fall out right, 
I ſhall as famous be by this exploit, 
As Scythian 'Tomyris by Cyrus death. 
Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight, 
And his achievements of no leſs account: 
Fain would mine eyes be witneſs with mine ears, 
Jo give their cenſure of theſe rare reports. 
Enter Me Herger, and TALBOT. 


A Meg. Madam, according as your ladyſhip deſir d, ? 

tt By meſſage crav'd, ſo is lord Talbot come. : 

0 Count. And he is welcome. What! is this the man? ; 

0 Meff. Madam, it is. | | Z 

1 Count. | As miſing. ] Is this the ſcourge of France? 1 

113 Is this the Talbot, ſo much fear'd abroad, : 

3 That with his name the mothers {lit their babes? 1 

1 I ſee, report is fabulous and falſe: ; 

#1} I thought 1 ſhould have ſeen ſome pas, | ; 

= A ſecond Hector, for his grim aſpect, f 

1 11 And large proportion of his ſtrong- knit limbs. 2 

$4 Alas! this is a child, a filly dwarf: : ; 

ö 1 It cannot be, this weak and wrizled ſhrimp : | 

1 j Should ſtrike ſuch terror to. his enemies. ; 

| ö 9 Tal. Madam, I have been bold to trouble you: 

it 1 But, ſince your ladyſhip i is not at leiſure, / 

| | ; 5 I'll ſort ſome other time to viſit you. | Y : 

| 1 1 Count. What means he now ?—Go aſk him, whither he 8 
goes. a : 58 
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A7ef. Stay, my lord Talbot; for my lady craves 


To know the cauſe of your abrupt departure. 
Tal. Marry, for that ſhe's in a wrong 2 


go to certify her, Talbot's here. 
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Ne- enter Porter with Keys. 
Count. If thou be he, then art thou.priſoner, 
Tal. Priſoner ! to whom? 
Ctunt. To me, blood-thirſty lord; | < 
And for that cauſe I train'd thee to my houſe. 
Long time thy ſhadow hath been thrall to me, 
For in my gallery thy picture hangs : 
But now the ſubſtance ſhall endure the like; 
And I will chain theſe legs and arms of thine, 
That haſt by tyranny, theſe nrany years, 
Waſted our country, ſlain our citizens, 
And ſent our ſons and huſbands 9 
Tal Ha, ha, ha! 5 
Count, L. augheſt thou, wretch ? thy art ſhall turn to, 
moan. 
Tal. I laugh to ſee your Ladyſhip ſo fond, 
To think that you have aught but Talbot's ſhadow, 
Whereon to practiſe your ſeverity: 
Count. Why, art not thou the man ? 
Tal. 1 am, indeed. 
Count, Then have I ſubſtance too. 
Tal. No, no, I am but ſhadow of myſelf: 
You are deceivd, my ſubſtance is not here; 
For what you ſee, is but the ſmalleſt part 


1 
8 


. 
2 


Count. This is a riddling merchant for the nonce; 
He will be here, and yet he is not here: 
How can theſe contrarieties agree ? 
3 Tal. That will | ſhew you preſently. 
1 ? | Winds his Horn, Drums ſtrike up : a Peal of Ordnance. 
1 5 Enter Soldiers, . 
How ſay you, madam ? are you now perſuaded, 
© That 'Valbot is but ſhadow of himſelf? 
3 Theſe are his ſubſtance, ſinews, arms, and ſtrength, 
oF With which he yoketh your rebellious necks ; 
5 Razeth 


1 
5 ; And leaſt proportion of humanity : 
3% [ tell you, madam, were the whole frame here, 
9 It is of ſuch a ſpacious lofty pitch, 
1 Your roof were not ſufficient to contain it, 
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Razeth your citics, and ſubverts your towns, 
And in a moment. makes them deſolate. 
Count. Victorious Talbot! pardon my abuſe : 


J find, thou art no leſs than fame hath bruited, 


And more than may he. gather'd by thy ſhape. 

Let my preſumption not provoke thy wrath 

For I am ſorry, that with reverence. 

] did not entertain thee as thou art, 

Tul. Be not diſmay'd, fair lady; nor miſeonſirue 
The mind of Talbot, as you did miſtake 

The out ward compoſition of his body. 

What you have done, hath not offended me: 


Nor other ſatisfaction do I crave, 


But only (with your patience) that we may 
Taſte of your wine, and ſee what cates you have; 
For ſoldiers' ſtomachs always ſerve them well. 

Count, With all my heart; and think me honoured 


To feaſt ſo great a warrior in my houſe, _ [ Exeunt., 


SCENE IF. 


3 


. 


London. The 7. 1 5 Carden, Enter the Earls of TY 
SET, SUFFOLK, and WARWICK, RICHARD PLANT Ar- 
NET, VERNON, and another Lawyer. 


Plant. Great lords, and gentlemen, what means this 
ſillence? 
Dare no man anſwer in a caſe of truth ? 5 
Sig. Within the Temple hall we were too loud; 
The garden here is more convenient. 
Plant. Then ſay at once, If I maintain'd the truth: 


Or, elſe, was wrangling Somerſet in the error? 


Saif. Faith, I have been a truant in the law; 
And never yet could frame my will to it; 
And, therefore, frame the law unto my will. ; 
Som. Judge yon, my lord of Warwick, then between us. 
War. Between two hawks, which flies the uy 70 
pitch, 
Between 
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Between two dogs, which hath the deeper mouth, 
Between two blades, which bears the better temper, 
Between two horſes, which doth bear him beſt, 
Between two girls, which hath the merrieſt eye, 

1 bave, perhaps, fome ſhallow ſpirit of judgment ; 

But in theſe nice ſharp quillets of the law, 

Good faith, I am no wiſer than a daw. 

Plant. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance : 

The truth appears fo naked on my ſide, 

That any purblind eye may {ind it out. 

Som. And on my ſide it is ſo well apparell'd, 

80 clear, fo ſhining, and ſo evident, 

That it will glimmer through a hlind man's eye, 
Plant. Since you are tongue-ty'd, and fo loth to ſpeak, 
In dumb ſigniſicants proclaim your thoughts: 

Let him, that is a true-born gentleman, 
And itands upon the honour of his birth, 
If he ſuppoſe that l have pleaded truth, 5 
From; off this briar pluck a white roſe with me. 

Som. Let him that is no coward, nor no Hlatterer, 
But dare maintain the party of the truth, 
Pluck a red roſe from off this thorn with me. 

| War. | love no colours; and, without all colour 

Of baſe inſinuating flattery, 
I pluck this white roſe with Plantagenet, 

Sf. I pluck this red roſe with young Somerſet; 
And ſay withal, I think he holds the right. 

Ver. Stay, lde and gentlemen; and pluck no more, 
Till you conclude— that he, upon whoſe ſide 
The feweſt roſes are crop'd from the tree, 
Shall yield the other in the right epinion. 

Som. Good maſter Vernon, it is well objected; 

If l have feweſt, J ſubſcribe in ſilence, 
Plant. And l. 

Ver. Then, for the truth and plainneſs of the caſe, 

„I pluck this pale and maiden bloſſom here, 

Giving my verdict on the white roſe fide. 
Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off; 
"of Leſt, bleeding, you do paint the white * red, 
FF | C3 And 
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And fall on my fide ſo againſt your will. 
Fer. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed, 
Opinion ſhall be ſurgeon to my hurt, 
And keep me on the ſide where ſtill I am. 
Sem. Well, well, come on: Who elſe ? 
Lawyer. Unleſs my ſtudy and my books be falſe, 


The MO you held, was wrong in you; 


[To SOMERSET, 

In ſign whereof, L pluck a white roſe too. 

Plant. Now, Somerſet, where is your argument? 
Som, Here, in my ſcabbard ; meditating that 
Shall dye your white roſe to a bloody red. 
Plant. Mean time, PRE cheeks do counterfeit our ro- 
e 
For pale they Jook with fear, as witneſſing 
'The truth on our ſide. 
Som. No, Plantagenet. 

*Tis not for fear; but anger that thy cheeks 

Bluſh for pure Wa to counterfeit our roſes; 

And yet thy tongue will not confeſs thy error. - 
Plaut. Hath not thy roſe a canker, Somerſet ? 

Som. Hath not thy roſe a thorn, Plantagenet ? 
Plant. Ay, ſharp and piercing, to maintain his truth; 

Whiles thy conſuming canker eats his falſchood. 

Som. Well, I'll find friends to wear my bleeding roſes, 

That ſhall maintain what 1 have ſaid is true, 

Where falſe Plantagenet dare not be ſeen. 

Plant. Now, by this maiden bloſſom in my hand, 

I ſcorn thee and thy faſhion, peeviſh boy. p 
Sf. Turn not thy ſcorns this way, Plantagenet. 
Plant. Proud Poole, I will; aud Worn both him and 

tete — 
Suf. Vl turn my part thereof into thy 1 
Som. Away, away, good William De- la- Poole! 

We grace the yeoman by converſing with him. 

IF ar. Now, by mugs Wills thou wrong'ſt him, Somer- 
ſet; | 

His grandfather was Lionel duke of 3 

Third ſon to the third Edward king of England ; 


of 


Spring 
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Spring ereſtleſs yeomen from ſo deep a root? 
Plant. He bears him on the place's privilege, 
Or durſt not, for his craven heart, ſay thus. | 
Som. By him that made me, I'll maintain my words 
On any plot of ground in Chriſtendom : 
Was not thy father, Richard, earl of Cambridge, 
For treaſon executed in our late king's days? 
And, by his treaſon, ſtand'ſt not thou attainred, 
Corrupted, and exempt from ancient gentry ?. 
His treſpaſs yet lives guilty in thy blood; 
And, 'till thou be reſtor'd, thou art a yeoman. 
Plant. My father was attached, not attainted; 
Condemn'd to die for treaſon, but no traitor; 
And that Ill prove on better men than Somerſet, 
Were growing time once ripen'd to my will. 
For your partaker Poole, and you yourſelf, 
Vi] note you in my book of memory, | 
To ſcourge you for this apprehenſion : 
Look to it well; and ſay you are well warn'd. 
Som. Ay, thou ſhalt find us ready for thee till 7 
And know us, by theſe colours, for thy foes; 
For theſe my friends, in ſpite of thee, ſhall wear. 
Plant. And, by my ſoul, this pale and angry roſe, 
As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, 
Will I for ever, and my faction, wear; 
Until it wither with me to my grave, 
Or flourifh to the height of my degree. | 
Syf. Go forward, and be chok' d with thy ambition 


And fo farewell, until I meet thee net. Exit. 
Som. Have with thee, Poole.—Farewell, ambitious 
Richard. [ Exit, 


Plant. How am brav'd, and muſt perſorce endure it” 
Far. This blot, that they object againſt your Tous 

Shall be wip'd out in the next parliament, | 

Call'd for the truce of Wincheſter and Gloſter ; 

And, if thon be not then created York, 

will not live to be accounted Warwick. 

Mean time, in ſignal of my love to thee, 

Againſt proud Somerlet, and William Poole, 

C Wul. 
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Will J upon the party wear this roſe : 
And here I propheſy—This brawl to-day 
Grown to this faction, in the 'Femple Garden, 
Shall ſend between the red roſe and the white, 
A thouſand ſouls to death and deadly night. 
Plant. Good maſter Vernon, | am bound to you, 
That you on my behalf would pluck a flower. 
Yer. In your behalf ſtill will I wear the ſame. 
Law. And fo will I. 
Plant, Thanks, gentle fir. 
Come, let us four to dinner: I dare ſay, 


This quarrel will drink blood another day. [ Exount, 


—— — 


SCENE V. 
— % 0 , 
A Room in the Tower, Enter MoRTIMER, brought in 4 
Chair, and Failors. 
Mor, Kind keepers of my weak decaying age, 

Let dying Mortimer here reſt himſelf, 

Even like a man new-haled from the rack, 

So fare my limbs with long impriſonment : |, 

And theſe grey locks, the purſuivants of death, 


Neſtor- like aged, in an age of care, 


Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 

Theſe eyes—like lamps whoſe waſting oil is fpent— 
Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent : 

Weak ſhoulders, over-borne with burth'ning grief; 
And pithleſs arms, like to a wither'd vine 

That di oops his ſapleſs branches to the ground. 
Yet arg theſe feet - whoſe ſtrengthleſs clay is numb, 
Unable to ſupport this lump of clay 

Swift-winged with deſire to get a grave, 


As witting I no other comfort have.— 


But tell me, keeper, will my nephew come? 

Ke-p. Richard Plantagenet, my lord, will come: 
We ſent unto the Temple, to his chamber; 
And anſwer was return'd, that he will come. 


Mor. Enough; my ſoul then ſhall be ſatisfy'd. 
, Poor 
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Poor gentleman ! his wrong doth equal min& 

Since Henry Monmouth firſt began to reign, 

(Refore whoſe glory I was great in arms) 

This loathſome ſequeſtration have | had; 

And even ſince then hath Richard been obſeur'd, 

Depriv'd of honour and inheritance ; 

But now, the arbitrator of deſpairs, 

Juſt death, kind umpire of men's miſeries, 

With ſweet enlargement doth difmiſs me hence: 

| would, his troubles likewiſe were expir'd, 

That ſo he might recover what was loſt. 
Enter RICHARD PLANTAGENET, 

Keep, My lord, your loving nephew now is come. . 

Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend? Is he come? 

Plant. Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly us'd, 

Your nephew, late-deſpiſed Richard, comes. 

Mor. Direct mine arms, I may embrace his neck, 

And in his boſom ſpend my latter gaſp :: 

Oh, tell me, when my lips do touch his cheeks, 

That l may kindly give one fainting kiſs, - | 
And now declare, ſweet ſtem from York's great ſtock, 

Why didft thou ſay—of late thou wert deſpis'd ? 

Plant. Firſt, lean thine aged back againſt mine arm; 

And, in that caſe, Ill tell thee my diſeaſe. 

This day, in argument upon a caſe, 

Some words there grew 'twixt Somerſet and me : 
Among which terms, he us'd his laviſh tongue, 

And did upbraid me with my father's death ; 

Which obloquy ſet bars before my tongue, 

Elſe with the like J had requited him: 

Therefore, good uncle—for my father's ſake, 

In honour of a true Plantagenet, | 

And for alliance' ſake—declare the cauſe 

My father, earl of Cambridge, loſt his head. 

Mor. That cauſe, fair nephew, that impriſon'd me, 
And hath detain'd me, all my flow'rivg youth, 
Within a Joathſome dungeon, there to pine, 

Was curſed inſtrument of. his deceaſe. 
. £lant., Diſcover more at large what cauſe that was; 
Fer 


3 


Of Edward king, the third of that deſcent : = 


The reaſon mov'd theſe warlike lords to this, 
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For I am ignorant, and cannot gueſs. 

Mor. Iwill; if that my fading breath permit, 
And death approach not ere my tale be done, 
Henry the fourth, grandfather to this king, 
Depos'd his nephew Richard; Edward's fon, 
The firſt-begotten, and the lawful heir 


During whoſe reign, the Percies of the north, 
Finding his uſurpation moſt unjuſt, | 
Endeavour'd my advancement to the throne : 


Was—for that (young king Richard thus remov'd, 
Leaving no heir begotten of his body) 


I was the next by birth and parentage ; = 
For by my mother I derived am ; 1 ; 
From Lionel duke of Clarence, the third ſor | MF 


To king Edward the Third, whereas he, E 
From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree, _—__ 
Being but the fourth of that heroic line. 5 1 
But mark; as, in this haughty great attempt, 
They laboured to plant the rightful heir, 

I loſt my liberty, and they their lives. 

Cong after this, when Henry the fiſth 
Succeeding his father Bolingbroke—did reign, 
Thy father, earl of Cambridge—then deriv'd 
From famous Edmund Langley, duke of York— 
Marrying my ſiſter, that thy mother Ty 


Again, in pity of hard diſtreſs, 


Levied an army; weening to redeem, 
And have inſtall'd me in the diadem: 
But, as the reſt, ſo fell that noble earl, 
And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 
In whom the title reſted, were ſuppreſs'd. 
Plant. Of which, my lord, your honour is the laſt. 
Mor. True; and thou ſeeſt, that I no iſſue have; 
And that my fainting words do warrant death: 
Thou art my heir; the reſt, I wiſh thee gather: 
But yet be wary in thy Kudie carte. 
Plan t. Thy grave admoniſhments prevail with me; 
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But yet, methinks, my father's execution 
Was nothing leſs than bloody tyranny, 
Mor. With ſilence, nephew, be thou politic; 
Strong-fixed is the houſe of Lancaſter, 
And, like a mountain, not to be remov'd. 
And now thy uncle is removing hence : 
As princes do their courts, when they are cloy'd 


With long continuance in a ſettled place. 


Plant. O, uncle, would ſome part of my young years 
Might but redeem the paſſage of your age 
Mor. Thou doſt then wrong me; as the ſlaught'rer 
doth, | | 
Which giveth many wound, whos one will kill. 
Mourn not, except thou ſorrow for my good: 
Only, give order for my funeral; 
And ſo farewel: and fair be all thy hopes! 
And proſperous be thy life, in peace, and war! Dies. 
Plant. And peace, no war, befall thy parting foul! 
In priſon haſt thou ſpent a prilgrimage, 
And like a hermit over- paſs d thy days. 
Well, I will lock his counſel in my breaſt: 
And what I do imagine, let that reſt.— 
Keepers, convey him hence; and I myſelf 
Will ſee his burial better than his life. 
Here dies the duſky torch of Mortimer, + 
Chok'd with ambition of the meaner ſort:. 
And, for thoſe wrongs, thoſe bitter injuries, 
Which Somerſet hath offer'd to my houſe— 
doubt not, but with honour to redreſs : 
And therefore haſte I to the parliament ; 
Either to be reſtored to my blood, 
Hr make my ill the advantage of my good. Ei 
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The Parliament. Flouriſh. Enter King H NR, Exe- | 


TER, GLOS1ER, WINCHESTER, WARWICK, SOM: R- 
SET, SurroLR, and RICHARD PLANTAGENET, GLo= 


STER offers to put up a Bill; WIxchESG £58. /antchet 4 


and tears . 


Winchefter. 


. or thou with deep premeditated lines, 
With written pamphlets ſtudiouſly devis'd, 
Humphrey of Gloſter ? if thou canſt accuſe, 
Or aught intend'ſt to lay unto my charge, 
Do it without invention ſuddenly : 
As d with ſudden and extemporal ſpeech 
Purpoſe to anſwer what thou canſt objeR. 
Glo. Preſumptuous Prieſt! ! this place commands r 
patience, 
Or thou ſhouldſt-find thou haſt diſhonour'd me. 
Think not, although in writing I preferr'd 
The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes, 
That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearſe the method of my pen: | 
No, prelate ; ſuch is thy audacious wickedneſs, = ö 
Thy lewd, peſtiferous, and diſſentious pranks, 
As very infants prattle of thy pride. 
Thou art a moſt pernicious uſurer ; 
Froward by nature, enemy to peace: 
Laſcivious, wanton, more than well beſeems 
A man of thy profeſſion, and degree: h 
And for thy treachery, What's more yranifeſt ? 
In that thou laid'ſt a trap to take my life, 
As well at London- Bridge, as at the Tower? 
Beſide, I fear me, if thy thoughts were ſifted, 
The king, thy ſovereign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy ſwelling heart. 
Win, Gloſter, I do defy thee.— Lords, vouchſafe 
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To give me 1 Ba what [ ſhall reply, 
If I were covetous, perverſe, ambitious, 
- As he will have me, How am 1 ſo poor? 
Or how haps it, I ſcek not to advance 
Or raiſe myſelf, but keep my wonted calling? 2 
And for diſſention, Who preferreth peace 
More than I do—except I be provok'd ? 
No, my good lords, it is not that offends ; 
It is not that, that hath incens'd the duke : 
It is, becauſe no one ſhould away but he: 
No one, but he, ſhould be about the king ; 
And that engenders thunder in his breaſt, 
And makes him roar theſe accufations forth. 
But he ſhall know, I am as good 
Glo. As good! 
Thou baſtard of my man, — 
Win. Ay, lordly Sir; For what are you, I pray, 
But one imperious in another's throne ? 
Glo. Am I not protector, ſaucy prieſt? 
Win. And am not ] a prelate vf the church? 
Glo. Yes, as an out- law in a caſtle keeps, 
And uſeth it to patronage his theft. 
Win. Unreverent Gloſter !_ 
Glo. Thou art reverent 
Touching thy ſpiritual function, not thy life. 
Win. Rome ſhall remedy this. 
War. Roam thither then, 
Sem. My lord, it were your duty to forbear. 
Wear. Ay, ſee the biſhop be not over-borne. 
Sem. Methinks, my lord ſhould be religious, 
And know the oflice that belongs to ſuch. 
War. Methinks, my lord ſhould be humbler; 
It fitteth not a prelate fo to plead. 
Som. Yes, when his holy ſtate is touch'd ſo near. 
War. State holy, or unhallow'd, what of that ? 
Is not his grace protector to the king? | 
Rich. Plantagenet, I ſee, muſt hold his tongue; 
Leſt it be ſaid, Speak, Sirrab zwhen you ſoould 5 
Vol. V. | D 
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Jul; and upright ; ; and, for your royal birth, 
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Muſt your bold verdict enter talk with lord? 
Elſe would I have a fling at Wincheſter. | [46 de. 
K. Henry. Uncles of Gloſter, and of Wincheſter, 
The ſpecial watchmen of our Engliſh weal; 
J would prevail, if Prayers might Prevail, 
To join your hearts in love and amity. 
Oh, what a ſcandal] is it to our crown. 
That two ſuch noble peers as ye, ſhould jar! 
Believe me, lords, my tender years can tell, 
Civil diſſention is a viperous worm, 
'That gnaws the bowels of the common-wealth.— 
A noiſe within ; Down with the tawny coats! 
What tumult's this? 
Mur. An uproar, I dare warrant, 
Begun through malice of the biſhop's men. 
[A noiſe again, Stones! Stones? 
Emer the Mayer of London, attended. 
Mayor. Oh, my good eh virtuous Henry 
Pity the city of London, pity us 
The biſhop and the duke of 3 men, 
Forbidden late to carry any weapon, 
Have fill'd their pockets full of pebble- ſtones; 
And, banding themſelves in contrary parts, 
Do pelt fo faſt at one another's pate, 
That many have their giddy brains knock'd out: 
Our windows are broke down in every ſtreet, 
And we, for fear, compell'd to ſhut our ſhops. 
Enter Men ip Slirmi ifo, with bloody Pates. 
K. Henry. We charge you, on allegiance to ourſelf, 


To hold your flaught'ring hands, aud keep the peace. 


Pray, uncle Gloſter, mitigate this ſtrife. 
I Serv. Nay, if we be 
Forbidden ſtones, we'll fall to it with our teeth. 


2 Serv, Do what ye ws are as reſolute. 


[Shirmiſb again. 
Gb. You of my hovſ-Kola, 12 this pen viſh broil, 
And ſet this unaccuſtom'd fight 8 ORG 


3 Serv. My lord, we know your grace to be a man 


Inforior 
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Inferior to none, but to his majeſty :. 
And, ere that we will ſuifer ſuch a prince, 
So kind a father of the common-weal, 
To be diſgraced by an inkhorn mate, 
We, and our wives, and children, all will fight, 
And have our bodies ſlaughter'd by thy foes. 
I Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our nails 
Shall pitch a field when we are dead. [ Begin again. 
Glo. Stay, ſtay, I ſay! 
And, if you love me, as you ſay you do, 
Let me perſuade you to forber a while, 
. Henry. Oh, how this diſcord doth afflict my ſoul !— 
Can you, my lord of Wincheſter, behold 
My ſighs and tears, and will not once relent? 
Who ſhould be pitiful, if you be not ? 
Or who ſhould ſtudy to prefer a peace, i 
If holy churchmen take delight in broils? 
far. My lord protector, yield ;—yield, Wincheſter ; — 
Except you mean, with obſtinate repulſe, 
To lay your ſovereign, and deſtroy the realm. 
You ſee what miſchief, and what murder too, 
Hath been enacted through your enmity; 
Then be at peace, except ye thirſt for blood. 
Min. He ſhall ſubmit, or I will never yield. 
Glo. Compaſſion on the king commands me ſtoop; 
Or, I would fee his heart out, ere the prieſt 
Should ever get that privilege of me. 
NV ar. Behold, my lord of Wincheſter, the duke 
Hath · baniſh'd moody diſcontented fury, 
- by his ſmoothed brows it doth appear: 
"ay look you till fo ſtern, and tragical ? 
bes Here, Wincheſter, I r thee my hand. 
K. Henry. Fie, uncle Beaufort! I have heard you preach 
That malice was a great and grievous ſin: 


And will not you maintain the thing you teach, 


But prove a chief offender in the ſame ? 
War. Sweet king the biſhop hath a kindly gird.— 
For ſhame, my lord of Wincheller ! relent ; 


What, ſhall a child incu you what to do? 
D 2 Win. 


— 


— 
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Win, Well, duke of Gloſter, I will yield to thee; 
Love for thy love, and hand for hand I give. 
Go. Ay; but, I fear me, with a hollow heart 
See here, my friends, and loving countrymen; 
This token ferveth for a flag of truce, 
Betwixt ourſelves, and all our followers: 
So help me God, as I diſſemble not! 
Win. [ Aſide.] So help me God, as I intend it not! 
X. Henry. O loving uncle, kind duke of e. 
How joyful am I made by this contract 
Away, my maſters! trouble us no more; 
But join in friendſhip, as your lords have done. 
1 Serv, Content; I'll to the ſurgeon's. 
2 Serv. So will l. 
3 Serv, And I will ſee what phy ſic 
The tavern affords. ZEreunt 
War, Accept this ſcroll, moſt gracious ſovereign; 
Which in the right of Richard Plantagenet 
We do exhibit to your majeſty. 
Glo. Well urg'd, my lord of Warwick ;—for, {ſweet 
prince, 
An if your grace mark every circumſtance, 
You have great reaſon to do Richard right: 
Eſpecially, for thoſe occaſions 
At Eltham-place I told your majeſty. 
X. Henry. And thoſe occaſions, uncle, were of force: 
Therefore, my loving lords, our pleaſure is, 
That Richard be reſtored to his blood; 
War. Let Richard be reſtored to his blood ; 
So ſhall his father's wrongs be recompens'd. - 
Win, As will the reſt, ſo willeth Wincheſter. 
K Henry. If Richard will be true, not that alone, 
But all the whole inheritance I give, 
That doth belong unto the houſe of York, 
From whence you ſpring by lineal deſcent. 
Ricb. Thy humble ſervant vows obedience, 


And humble ſervice, till the point of death. 


K. Henry. my then, and ſet ue knee againſt my 
foot; 
And, 
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And, in reguerdon of that duty done, 


I gird thee with the valiant ſword of Vork: 


Riſe, Richard, like a true Plantagenet ; 
And riſe created pricely duke of York. 
Rich. And ſo thrive Richard, as thy foes may fall; 


And as my duty ſprings, ſo periſh they 


That grudge one thought againſt your majeſty! _ 
All. Welcome, high prince, the mighty duke of York 
Som. Periſh, baſe prince, ignoble duke of Vork! 

| [ Afide. 
Glo. Now will it beſt avail your majeſty, 

To croſs the ſeas, and to be crown'd in France: 

The preſence of a king engenders love 

Amongſt his ſubjects, and his loyal ae 

And it "diſanimates his enemies. 

K. Henry. When Gloſter ſays the vat; king Heary 
goes; 

For friendly counſel cuts off many foes. 

Glo. Your ſhips already are in readineſs, 
| [Exeunt all but EXETER 
Exe. Ay, we may march in England, or in France, 

Not ſeeing. what is likely to enſue: 

This late diſſention, grown betwixt the peers, 

Burns under feigned aſhes of forg'd love, 

And will at laſt break out into a flame: 

As feſter'd members rot but by degrees, 

Till bones, and fleſh, and ſinews, fall away, 

So will this baſe aud envious diſcord breed. 

And now l fear that fatal prophecy, 

Which; in the time of Henry, nam'd the fifth, 

Was in the mouth of every ſucking babe 

That Henry, born at Monmouth, ſhould win all; 

And Henry, born at Windſor, ſhould loſe all ; 

Which is fo plain, that Exeter doth wiſh 

His days may finiſh ere that hapleſs time. [ Exit, 
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SCENE H. 


Roan in France. Enter JOAN La PUCELLE diſeuiſed, and 
Soldiers with Sacks upon their Backs, like Country-men. 


Pucel. Theſe are the city gates, the gates of Roan, 
Through which our policy muſt make a breach 
Take heed, be wary how you place your words; 
Talk like the vulgar ſort of market-men, 

That come to gather money for their corn. 

If we have entrance, (as, I hope, we ſhall) 

And that we find the ſlothful watch but weak, 

I'll by a ſign give notice to our friends, 

That Charles the dauphin may encounter them. 

1 Sol. Our ſacks ſhall be a mean to ſack the city, 

And we be lords and rulers over Roan ; 
Therefore we'll knock. [ Knocks, 
Watch. Qui va la? 
Pucel. Paiſons, pauvres gens de France : 
Poor market-ſolks, that come to ſell their corn. 
Watch. Enter, go in; the market-bell is rung. 
Pucel. Now, Roan, I'll ſhake thy bulwarks- to the 
ground. [ Exeunt, 
Enter A Baſtard, and ALENCON. 

Dau, Saint Dennis bleſs this happy ſtratagem ! 

And once again we'll ſleep ſecure in Roan. 5 

Baſt. Here enter'd Pucelle, and her practiſants: : 
Now ſhe is there, how will ſhe ſpecify 
Where is the beſt and ſafeft paſſage in? 

Reig. By thruſting out a torch from yonder tower; 
Which, once diſcern'd, ſhews; that her meaning 1— 

No way to that, for weakneſs, which ſhe enter'd. 
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Enter Joax La PUCELLE on a Battlement, fhroffing out 4 
Torch burning. 


Puuel Behold, this is the happy wedding ork 
That joineth "Roan unto her countrymen ; 
But burning fatal to the Talbotites. 0 
Baſt. See, noble Charles! the beacon of our friend. 
| The 
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The burning torch in yonder turret-ſtands.' 
Dau. Now ſhine it like a comet of revenge, 
A prophet to the fall of all our foes ! 
Reig. Defer no time, Delays have dangerous ends; 
Enter, and cry—Thbe Dauphin /—preſently, | 
And then do execution on the watch, 
[An Alarum : TALBOT in an ex curſion. 
Tal. France, thou ſhalt rue this treaſon with thy mn, 


If Talbot but ſurvive thy treachery.— 
Pucelle, that witch, that damned ſorcereſs, 


FHath wrought this helliſh miſchief unawares, | 
That hardly w e eſcap'd the pride of France. [Exit 


An Alarum: Excurſions. Enter BEDFORD brought in ſiel, in 
a Chair, with TALBOT and BURGUNDY, without, With 
in, JOAN LA PUCELLE, Dauphin,. Baſtard, and ALEN= 
co x, on the Walls. | ; 


Pucel. Good-morrow, gallants ! want ye corn for bread? 
TT think, the Duke of Burgundy will faſt, 
Before he'll buy again at ſuch a rate: 
*T was full of darnel ? Do you like the taſte ? 
Burg. Scoff on, vile fiend, and ſhameleſs courtezan ! 
I truſt, ere long, to choke thee with thine own, 
And make thee curſe the harveſt ef that corn. 
Dau. Your grace may ſtarve, perhaps, before that time, 
Bed. Oh, let no words, but PW revenge this trea- 
fon !- 
Pucel. What will you do, good grey-beard ? break a 
lance, 
And run a tilt at death within a chair i ? 
Tal. Foul fiend of France, and hag of all deſpight, 
Encompaſs'd with thy luſtful paramours! 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age, 
And twit with cowardice a man half dead ? 
Damſel, I'll have a bout with you again, 
Or elſe let Talbot periſh with this ſhame. 
Pucel. Are you ſo hot, Sir?—Yet, Pucelle, hold thy 
peace : 


It 
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if Talbot'do but thunder, rain will follow. 


[TarBor, and the reſt, ⁊ubiſper tor hr in Council. 


God ſpeed the parliament ! who ſhall be the ſpeaker ? 
Tal. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the field ? 
Pucel. Belike, your lordſhip takes us then for fools, 

To try if that our own be ours, or no. 

Tal. I ſpeak not to that railing Hecate, 
But unto thee, Alencon, and the reſt ; 
Will ye, like ſoldiers; come and fight it out? 
Alen. Signor, no. 
Tal. Signor, hang \—baſe muletteers of France! 
Eike peaſant foot-boys do they keep the walls, 
And dare not take up arms like gentlemen, 
Pucel. Captains, away: let's get us from the walls; 
For Talbot means no goodneſs, by his looks. 
God be wi” you, my lord! we came, Sir, but to tell you 
'That we are here. Exeunt from the walls, 
Tal. And there will we be too, ere it be long, 
Or elſe reproach. be Talbot's greateſt fame 
Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy houſe, 
(Prick'd on by public wrongs ſuſlain'd in France) 
Either to get the town again, or die: 
And I—as ſure as Engiith- Henry lives, 
And as his father here was conqueror ;: 
As ſure as in this late-betrayed town- 
Great Ce&ur-de-hon's heart was buried; 
So ſure I ſwear, to get the town, or die. 
Burg. My vows are equal partners with thy vows: 
Tal. But, ere we go, regard this dying prince, 
The valiant duke of Bedford: Come, my lord, 
We will beſtow you in ſome better place, 
Fitter for ſickneſs, and for crazy age. 
Bed. Lord Talbot, do not fo diſhonour me: 
Here will I fit before the walls of Roan, 
And will be partner of your weal, or woe. 
| Burg. Courageous Bedford, let us now perſuade you: 
Bed. Not to be gone from hence ; for once I read, 
That ſtout Pendragon, in his Weed ſick, 
Came to the field, and vanquiſhed his foes: 
| EE: Methinks, 
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Methinks, I ſhould revive the ſoldiers hearts, 
Becauſe Lever found them as myſelf. 

Tal, Undaunted ſpirit in a dying breaſt ! 
Then be it ſo: Heavens keep old Bedford ſafe — 
And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 
But gather we our ſorces out of hand, 


And ſet upon our boaſting enemy. 
Exeunt BuRGUNDY, Tausor, and W 


An Alarum : Excurſiont. Enter Sir Joun FASTOLFE, 
and a Captain. 8 


Cap. Whither away, Sir John Faſtolfe, in ſuch haſte? 
Taſt. Whither away? to ſave myſelf by flight; 

We are like to have the overthrow again. 
Cap. What! will you fly, and leave lord Talbot ? 
Faft. Ay, 

All the Talbots in the world, to fave my life. [ Exit. 
Cap. Cowardly knight! ill fortune follow thee ! [ Exit, 


Retreat : Excurſions, PUCELLE, ALENCON, and Dau- 
pPbin fly. 
Bed. Now, quiet foul, n when heaven ſhall 
pleaſe ; * 
For I have ſeen our enemies? overthrow. 
What is the truſt or ſtrength of fooliſh man ? 


They, that of late were daring with their ſcoffs, 
Are glad and fain by flight to fave themſelves, 


[ Dies, and is carried off in his Chair, 


An Alarum: Enter Tal BOT, BuxGUNDY, and the reſt, 
Tal. Loſt, and recover'd in a day again! 
This is a double honour, Burgundy ;— 
Yet heavens have glory for this victory ! 
Burg, Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy 
Enſhrines thee in his heart: and there erects 
Thy noble deeds, as valour's monument. | 
Tal. Thanks; gentle duke. But where is Pucelle 
now:? | = 
I think, her old familiar is a ſleep: 
New 


46 rixsr ART or 


What all a-mort ? Roan hangs her head for grief, 

That ſuch a valiant company are fled. - 

Now will we take ſome order in the town, 

Placing therein ſome expert officers; 

And then depart to Paris, to the king ; 

For there young Henry, with his nobles, lies. 
Burg. What wills lord Talbot, pleaſeth Burgundy. _ 
Tal. But yet, before we go, let's not forget 

The noble duke of Bedford, late deceas'd, 

But ſee his exequies fulfill'd in Roan : 

A braver ſoldier never couched lance, 

A gentler heart did never ſway in court: 

But kings, and mightieſt potentates, muſt die: 


For that's the end of human miſery. T Exeunt. 


* 


AX III. 
Now where! s the baſtard's brave, and Charles his gleeks ? 


SCENE III. 


The ame. The Plain near the City. Enter the Davphin, 


Baſtard, ALENCON and JoAN La PUCELLE, 


Pucel. Diſmay not, princes, at this accident, 
Nor grieve that Roan is fo recovered : 
Care is no cure, but rather corroſive, 
For things that are not to be remedy'd. 
Let frantic Talbot triumph for a while, 
And like a peacock ſweep along his tail; 
We'll pull his plumes, and take away his train, 
If Dauphin, and the reſt, will be but rul'd. 
Dau. We have been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy cunning had no diffidence 
One ſudden foil ſhall never breed diſtruſt, 

Baſt. Scarch out thy wit for ſecret policies, 
And we will make thee famous through the world. 

Alen. We'll ſet thy ſtatue in ſome holy place, 
And have thee reverenc'd like a bleſſed ſaint : 
Employ thee then, ſweet virgin, for our good, 

ucel, Then thus it muſt be; this doth Joan deviſe: 
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By fair perſuaſions mix d with ſugar'd words, 
We will entice the duke of Burgundy 
To leave the Talbot, and to follow us. 
Dau. Ay, marry, ſweeting, if we could do that, 
France were no place for Henry's warriors ; 
Nor ſhould that nation boaſt it ſo with us. 
But be extirped from our provinces. 
Alen. For ever ſhould they be expuls'd from France, 
And not have title of an earldom here. 
Pucel. Your honours ſhall perceive how I will work, 
To bring this matter to the wiſhed end, 
[Drum beats afar fe 
Hark! by the ſound of drum, you may perceive 
Their powers are marching unto Paris- ward. 
[ Here beat an Engliſh March, 
There goes the Talbot, with his colours ſpread: 
And all the troops of England after him. 
French March. 
Now, in the rereward, comes the duke, and his; 
Fortune, in favour, makes him lag behind. 
Summon a rey. we will talk with him. 
7 rumpets ſound a Parley. 
Bate the Duke of BURGUNDY, marching, 
Dau. A parley with the duke of Burgundy. 
Burg. Who craves a parley with the Burgundy ? 
| Pucel. The princely Charles of France, thy country- 
man, 
Burg. What ſay'ſt thou Charles? for Il am marching | 
hence. 
Dau. Speak, Pucelle ! and e him with thy words. 
Pucel. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France! 
Stay, let thy humble hand-maid ſpeak to thee, 
Burg. Speak on, but be not over-tedious. 
Pucel. Look on thy country, look on fertile France, 


And ſee the cities and the towns defac'd 


By walting ruin of the cruel foe! 
As looks the mother on her lowly babe, 
When death doth cloſe, his tender dying eyes, 
dee, ſee, the ining malady of France; 
Behold 
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Behold the wounds, the-moſt unnatural wounds, 

Which thou thyſelf haſt given her woeful breaſt ! 

Oh, turn thy edged ſword another way; 

Strike thoſe that hurt, and hurt not thoſe that help! 

One drop of blood, drawn from thy country's boſom, 

Should grieve thee more than ſtreams of foreign gore; 

Return thee therefore, with a flood of tears, 

And waſh away thy country's ſtained ſpots! | 
Burg. Either ſhe hath betwitch'd me with her words, 

Or nature makes me ſuddeuly relent. | 
Pucel. Beſides, all French and France exclaims on thee, 

Doubring thy birth and lawful progeny. 

Whom join'ſt thou with, but with a lordly nation, 

That will not traſt thee, but for profit's ſake? 


When Talbot hath ſet footing once in France, 
And faſhion'd thee that inſtrument of ill, 


Who then, but Engliſh Henry, will be lord, 

And thou be thruſt out like a fugitive ? 

Call we to.mind—and mark but this for proof; 
Was not the duke of Orleans thy foe ? 


And was he not in England priſoner ? 


Ryt, when they heard he was thine enemy, 
They ſet him free, without his ranſom paid, 
In ſpight of Burgundy, and all his friends. 
See then! thou fight'ſt againſt thy countrymen, 
And join'ſt with them will be thy ſlaughter-men. 
Come, come, return; return, thou wand'ring lord; 
Charles, and the reſt, will take thee in their arms. 
Burg. I am vanquiſh'd ; theſe haughty words of ker's 
Have batter'd me like roaring cannon-ſhot, 
And made me almoſt yield upon my knees. 
Forgive me, country, and ſweet countrymen ! 
And, lords, accept this hearty kind embrace: 
My forces, and my power of men are yours; 
So, farewel, Talbot; I'll no longer truſt thee. 
Pucel. Done, like a Frenchman ; turn, and turn again! 


Dun. Welcome, brave duke! thy friend{hip makes us 


freſh. : 
1 | Beſts 
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Baſt. And doth beget new courage in our breaſts, 
Alen. Pucelle hath bravely play'd her part in this, 
And doth deſerve a coronet of gold. 

Dau. Now let us on, my lords, and join our powers; 
And ſeek how we may prejudice the foe. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 


Paris, An Apartment in the Palace, Enter King Ay NRY, 
GLosTER, VERNON, Bene Oc. os them Tarzor, 
zvith Soldiers. 


Tal. My gracious prince — and honourable peers— 
Hearing of your arrival in this realm, 
I have a while given truce unto my wars, 
To do my duty to my ſovereign :' | 
In ſign whereof, this arm—that hath reclaim'd 
To your obedience fifty fortreſſes, | 
Twelve cities, and ſeven walled towns of ſtrength, 
| Beſides five hundred priſoners of efteem— 
Let's fall his ſword before your highneſs' feet; 
And, with ſubmiſſive loyalty of heart, 
Aſcribes the glory of his conqueſt got, 
Firſt to my God, and next unto your grace. 
K. Henry. Is this the lord Talbot, uncle Gloſter, 
That hath ſo long been reſident in France? 
Glo. Yes, if it pleaſe your majeſty, my liege. | 
K. Henry. Welcome, brave captain, and victorious 
lord! 
When I was young (as yet I am not old), 
1 do remember how my father faid, 
A.ſtouter champion never handled ſword. 
Long lince we were reſolved of your truth, 
* Your faithful ſervice, and your toil in war; 
Yet never have you faſted our reward, 
Or been reguerdon'd with ſo much as thanks, | 
Vor. V. E Becauſe 


- 
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Becauſe till now we never ſaw your face: 
Therefore, ſtand up; and, for theſe good deſerts, 
We here create you earl of Shrewſbury ; 

And in our coronation take your place. 
[l Exeunt King, GLo, Tar, 
Ver. Now, Sir, to you, that were ſo hot at ſea, 
Diſgraeing of theſe colours that 1 wear 
In honour of my noble lord of York— — 
Dar'ſt thou maintain the former words thou ſpak'ſt ? 
Baſ. Yes, Sir; as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your ſaucy tongue 
Againſt my lord, the duke of Somerſet. 
Pier. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is. 
Baſ. Why, what is he? as good a man as Vork. 
Ver. Hark ye; not ſo: in witneſs, take ye that. 
[Strikes big. 
Boſ. Villain, thou know'ft, the law of arms is ſuch, 
That, who ſo draws a ſword, 'tis preſent death; 
Or elſe this blow ſhould broach thy deareſt blood, 
But PII unto his majeſty, and crave 
I may have liberty to venge this wrong; 
When thou ſhalt ſee, PI meet thee to thy coſt, 
Ver. Well, miſcreant, I'll be there as ſoon as you; 


And, after, meet you ſooner than you would, 


Fd 


[ Excunt. 


ACT IP. SCENE. 4 


Paris. A Room of State, Enter King Hxxxx, GLog- 
TER, WINCHESTER, YORK, SUFFOLK, SOMERSET, 
WARWICK, TALBOT, EXETER, and Governor of Paris. 


Glo. Lord biſhop, ſet the crown upon his head. 
Win. God ſave king Henry, of that name the ſixth! 
Glo. Now, governor of Paris, take your oath— 


That you ele no other king but him: 


Eſteem none fi iends, but ſuch as are his friends; : 
An 
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And none your foes, but ſuch as ſhall pretend | 
Malicious practices againſt his ſtate : 
'Fhis ſhall ye do, ſo help you right2ous God! 
Enter Sir Joux FasTOLFE, 
Faſt. My gracious ſovereign, as I rode from Calais, 
To hate unto your coronation, 
A letter was deliver'd to my hands, 
Writ to your grace from the duke of Burgundy, 
T.. Shame to the duke of Burgundy, and thee ! 
F vow'd, baſe knight, when I did meet thee next, 
To tear the garter from thy craven's leg 
TS | [ Plucking it e- 
(Which I have done), becauſe unworthily | 
Fhou waſt inſtalled in that high degree,— 
Pardon me, princely Henry, and the reſt: 
This daſtard, at the battle of Poiftiers— 
When but in all I was fix thouſand ſtrong, 
And that the French were almoſt ten to one ; 
Before we met, or that a ſtroke was given, 
Like to a truſty ſquire, did run away; 
In which aſſault we loſt twelve hundred men; 
Myſelf, and divers gentlemen beſide, 
Were there ſurpris'd, and taken' priſoners. 
Then judge, great lords, if | have done amiſs; 
Or whether that ſuch cowards ought to wear 
'This'ornament of knighthood; yea, or no. 
Glo. To ſay the truth, this fact was infamous, 
And ill beſeeming any common man; 
Much more a knight, a captain, and a leader. 
Tal. When firſt this order was ordain'd, my lorde, 
Knights of the garter were of noble birth; 
Valiant, and virtuous, full of haughty courage, 
Such as were grown to credit by the wars; 8 
Not fearing death, nor ſhrinking for diſtreſs, | 
But always reſolute in moſt extremes. 
He then, that is not furniſh'd in thls ſort, 
Does but-uſurp the ſacred name of knight, 
Profaning this moſt honourable order ; 
And ſhould (if I were worthy to be judge) 
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And what offence it is, to flout his friends. 
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Be quite 4 like a hedge- horn ſwain | 


That doth preſume to beaſt of gentle blood, 


K. Henry. Stain to thy e thou hear'ſt thy 
doom: | 
Be packing therefore, thou that waſt : a chat | 4 
Henceforth we batiiſh thee, on pain of death. 
[I Exit FASTOLFE.. 
And now, my lord protector, view the letter 
Sent from our uncle duke of Burgundy. 
Glo. What means his grace, that he hath chang'd his 
ſtile ? 


[Reading. | 

Hath he forgot, he is his ſovereign? 

Or doth this churliſh ſuperſcription 

Pretend ſome alteration in good will? . 

What's here !—1 have upon ſpecial cauſe _ I Reads. 
Mov d with compaſſion of my country's wreck, | 8 

Together with the pitiful complaints 

Of ſuch as your pr tie on feeds upon 
Forſaken your pernicious faction, 

And join'd with Charles, the rightful bing of F, France; 

O monſtrous treachery ! Can this be ſo; f | 
That in alliance, amity, and oaths, 
There ſhould be found ſuch falſe diſſembling guile? 

K. Henry. What! doth my uncle Burgundy revolt? 

Glo. He doth, my lord; and is become your foe, 

K. Henry. Is that the i this letter doth contain ? 

lo. It is the worſt, and all, my lord, he writes. 

K. Henry. Why tlien, lord Talbot there ſhall talk with 

„ Han; 
And give him chaſtiſement for this abuſe '= 
My lord, how ſay you? are you not content? | 

Tal. Content, wy liege! Yes; but that I am prevented, 
1 ſhould have begg'd I might have been employ'd. 

K. Henry. Then gather ſtrength, and march unto him 

ſtraight: 
Let him perceive, how ill we brook his treafon; 55 


Tab | 
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Fal. Igo, my lord; in heart deſiring ſtill, 
You may behold nag of your foes. L Exit TAL. 
Enter VERNON and BASS T. 8 
Ver. Grant me the combat, gracious ſovereign! 
Baſ. And me, my lord, grant me the combat too! 
York. This is my ſervant; Hear him noble prince ! 
Som. And this is mine; Sweet Henry, favour him 
X. Henry. Be patient, lords, and give them VOM te 
ſpeak.— 
Say, gentlemen, What makes you thus exclaim ? 
And wherefore crave you combat ? or with whom ? 
Fer, With him, my lord; for he hath done me wrong. 
Baſ. And I with him ; for he hath done me wrong. | 
X. Henry. What is that wy whereof you both com- 
plain? | 
Firſt let me know, and then JI anſwer you. 5 
Baſ. Croſſing the ſea from England into France, 
I his fellow here, with envious carping tongue, 
Lpbraided me about the roſe I wear; 
Saying the ſanguine colour of the leaves 
Did repreſent my maſter's blaſhing cheeks, 
When ſtubbornly he did repugn the truth, 
About a certain queſtion in the law, 
Argu'd betwixt the duke of York and him; 
With other vile and ignominious terms: 
In confutation of which rude reproach, 
And in defence of my lord's worthineſs, 
} crave the benefit of law of arms. 
Fer. And that is my petition, noble lord: 
For though he ſeem, with forged quaint conceit, 
Fo ſet a gloſs upon his bold intent, | 
Yet know, my lord, | was provok'd by him; 
And he firſt took exceptions, at this badge, 
Pronouncing—that the paleneſs of this flower 
Bewray'd the faintneſs of my maſter's heart. 
York, Will not this malice, Somerſet, be leſt ? 
Sem, Your private grudge, my lord of Vork, will out, 


* hough ne'er ſo cunningly you ſmother it. 
: E 3 | K. Henry. 
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Kipg Henry's peers, and chief nobility, 
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K. Henry. Good Lord | what madneſs rules in brain 
lick men; | 


When, for ſo ſlight and PSY a ne 
Such facłious emulationsſhall ariſe 


Good coulins both, of York and Somerſet, 


Quiet yourſelves, I pray, and be at peace. — 
Torl. Let this diſſention firſt be try'd by fight, 


Aud then your highneſs.thall command a peace. 


Som. The quarrel toucheth none but us alone; 
Bet wixt ourſelves let us decide it then. 
York. There i is my pledge; accept it, Somerſet... 
Ver. Nay, let it reſt where it began at firſt. | 
Bf. Confirm it ſo, mine honourable lord. | 
Glo. Confirm it ſo? Confounded be your ſtrife !* 
And periſh xe, with your audacious prate! 


Preſumptuous vaſſals! are you not aſham'd, 


With this immodeſt clamorous outrages 
To trouble and difturb the king and us? 
And you, my lord—methinksyou do not well, 


- Fo bear-with their perverſe objections; 


Much leſs, to take occaſion from their mouths 


 Tonaiſea mutiny betwixt yourſelves; 


Let me perſuade you take a better courſe. 
Exe. It grieves his highneſs ; Good my ae be 
friends. 
X. Henry. Come e you that would be combat» 
\ ants z. 
Henceforth I charge you, as you love our eber, 


Quite to forget this quarrel, and the cauſe.— 


And you, my lords remember where we are; 

In France, amongſt a ſickle wavering nation: 

If they perccive diſſention in our looks, 

And that within ourſelves we diſagree, 

How will their grudging ſtomachs be ++, "Rane 

To wilful diſobedience, and rebel! 
Beſide, What infamy will there ariſe, 8 


When foreign princes ſhall be certify d, . 


That, for a toy, a thing of no regard. 


5 Deſtroy'd 
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Deſtroy'd themſelves, and loſt the realm of France? 
O, think upon the conqueſt of my father, BE. 
My tender years; and let us not forego | 
Tat for a trifle, which was bought with blood! 
Let me be umpire in this doubtful ſtrife, 
E nene if J wear this rote, 
| Putting on a red Res. 
That any one ſhould therefore be ſuſpicious | 
more incline to Somerfet than Vork: 
Both are my kinſmen, and | love them both: 
As well they may upbraid me with my crown, 
Becaulſe,; forſootii, the king of Scots is crown'd, 
But your diſcretiohs better can perſuade, 
Than 1 am able to inſtruct or teach: 
And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 
So let us ſtill continue peace and love. 
Couſin of Vork, we inſtitute your grace 
To be our regent in theſe parts of France. 
And good my lord of Somerſet, unite 
Your troop of horſemen with his bands of foot; 
And, like true ſubjects, ſons of your progenitors, 
Go.chcerfully together, and digeſt 
Your angry choler on your. enemics, 
Oulſelf, my lord protector, and the reſt, 
After ſome leſpite, will return to Calais; 
From thence to England; where I hope ere long 
To be preſented, by your victories, 
With Charles, Alencon, and that traiterous rout. 
| [ Flouriſh. Excunt. 
Maneut Nn Warwick, EXETER, and VERNON. 
War. My lord of York, I promiſe you, the king 
Prettily, methought, did play tlie orator. 
York.. And ſo he did; but yet I like it not, 
In that he wears the badge of Somerſet. 
War. Tuſh! that was but his fancy, blame him not; 
dare preſume, ſweet prince, he thought no harm. 
York. And, if I wiſt, he did But let it reſt; 
Other affairs muſt now be managed, Exeunt. 


7 
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Aanet ExeTER, 
es Well didſt thou, Richard, to ſuppreſs thy voice: 
For, had the paſſion of thy heart burſt out, 
T fear we ſhould have ſeen decypher'd there 
| More rancorous ſpight, more furious raging broils,, 
k Than yet can be imagin'd or ſuppos'd. 
| But howſoe' er, no ſimple man that ſees: 
This jarring diſcord of nobility, 

This factious bandying of their favourites, 
But that he doth preſage ſome ill event. 
»Tis much, when ſceptres are in children's hands; 
But more, when envy breeds unkind diviſion ; | 
There comes the ruin, there begins confuſion; [ Exit. 
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SCENE 2. 


. e the Walls of 83 Enter TALBOr, with 
Trumpets and Drum. 


Tal. Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trumpeter, 
| Summon their general unto the walk [ Sounds, 
Enter General aloft | 
Engliſh John Talbot, captains,. calls you forth, 
Servants in arms to Harry king of England; 
And thus he would—— Open your city gates, 13 
Be humbled to us; call my fovereign yours, | 
And do him homage as obedient ſubjects, 
And I'll withdraw me and my bloody power: 
But, if you frown upon this proffer'd peace, 
You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 
Lean famine, quartering ſteel, and climbing fire; 
Who, in a moment, even with the earth 5 
Shall lay your ſtately and air-braving tawers, 
If you forſake the offer of their love. 
Gen. Thou ominous and fearful owl of death, 
Our nation's terror, and their bloody ſeourge! 5 
The period of thy tyranny approacheth. / 17 
On us thou capſt not enter, but by death: 


— — — = = 
reer Derne 1 


p - COT ae POD ET nr RO Se LT RR Gp 


For 


_- 


AGTIV KING HENRY VA  —” 57 
For I proteſt we are well fortify'd, | 
And ſtrong enough to iſſue out and fight: 
If thou retire, the dauphin, well appointed, 
Stands with the ſnares of war to tangle thee : 
On either hand thee there are ſquadrons pitch'd,. 
'To wall thee from the liberty of flight; 
And no way canſt thou turn thee for redreſs, 
But death doth front thee with apparent fpoil,. 
And pale deſtruction. meets thee in the face. 
Ten thouſand French have ta'en the. ſacrament, 
To rive their dangerous artillery 
Upon no Chriſtian ſoul but)Engliſh Talbot. 
Lo! there thou ſtand'ſt, a breathing valiant man, 
Of an invincible unconquer'd ſpirit :- 
This is the lateſt glory of thy praiſe, TIT 
That I, thy enemy, due thee-withal; ba 
For ete the glaſs, that now begins to run, 
Finiſh the proceſs of his ſandy hour, 
| Theſe eyes, that ſee thee now well coloured, 
Shall fee thee wither'd, bloody, pale, and dead. 

[ Drum afar . 
| Hark! hark! the dauphin's s drum, a warning bell, 
Sings heavy muſic to thy timorous ſoul.;. 


Aud mine ſhall ring chy dire departure out. 
[Exit from 85 W lla. 


Tal. He fables not, I hear the enemy ;— 

Out, ſome light horſemen, and peruſe their wings, 
O, negligent and needleſs diſcipline ! 

How are we park d, and bounded in a pale; 

A little herd of England's timorous deer, 

Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French curs!. 

If we be Engliſh deer, be then. in blood : 

Not raſcal- like, to fall down with a pinch ; 

But rather moody-mad, and deſperate ſtags, 

Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of ſteel; 
And make the cowards ſtand aloof at bay: 

Sell every man his life as dear as mine, 

And they ſhall find dear deer of us, my friends. 


God, and ſaint George ! . Talbot, and England's right! 
Proſper 
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Proſper our colours in this dangerous fight. [E vcunt. 
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SCENE III. 


Another Part of France. Enter”"a Mefſemger, meeting V onn, 


who enters Toith a Trumpet, and many Soldiers. 
York. Are not the ſpeedy ſcouts return'd again, 


That dogg'd the mighty army of the dauphin ? 


Me. They are return'd, my lord; and give it out, 
That he is march'd to Bourdeaux with his power, a 
To fight with Talbot: As he march'd along, 

By your eſpials were diſcovered 

Two mightier troops than that the dauphin led; 

Which join'd with him, and made their march for Bour- 
deaux. 

York. A plague upon that villain er 3 
That thus delays my promiſed ſupply 
Of horſemen, that were levied for this ſiege! 

Renowned Talbot doth expect my aid; 
And I am lowted by a traitor villain; 


And cannot help the noble chevalier: 


God comfort him in this neceſlity ! 


If he miſcarry, farewel wars in France. 


Enter Sir WiLLiam Locr. 
Lucy. Thou- princely leader of our Engliſh ſtrength, 
Never ſo needful on the earth of France, 


Spur to the reſcue of the noble Talbot; 1 oe 


Who now is girdled with a waiſt of iren; 
Aud hemm'd about with grim deſtruction: | 
To Bourdeaux, warlike duke! to Bourdeaux, Vork! 


Elſe, farewel Talbot, France, and England's honour. 
York, O God! that Sdmerſet—who in proud heart 

Doth ſtop my cornets—were in Talbot's place 

So ſhould we fave a valiant gentleman, 

By forfeitirig a trai: or, and a-coward. | 

Mad ire, and wrathful fury, makes me weep, 


That thus we die, while remils traitors ſleep. 


Lucy. O, ſend dome ſuccour to the diſtreſs'd lord! 


York. 
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York. He dies, we loſe; I break my warlike word: 
We mourn, France ſmiles; we loſe, they daily get; 
All Jong of this vile traitor Somerſet. 
Lucy. Then, God take mercy on brave 'Talbot's foul! 
And on his ſon young John; whom, twohours ſince, 

1 met in travel towards his warlike father! 
This ſeven years did not Talbot ſee his ſon ; 
And now they meet where both their lives are done. 

York. Alas! what joy ſhall noble Talbot have, 
To bid his young ſon welcome to his grave? 
Away | vexation almoſt ſtops my breath, 
That ſunder'd friends greet in the hour of death. 
Lacy, farewel : no more my fortune can, 
But curſe the cauſe I cannot aid the man.— 
Maine, Bloys, Poitiers, and Tours, are won . 
Long all of Somerſet, and his delay. 

Lucy. Thus, while the vulture of ſedition 
Feeds in the boſom of ſuch great commanders, 
Sleeping neglection doth betray to loſs 
The conqueſt of our ſcarce-cold conqueror, 
That ever-living man of memory, h 
Henry the fifth :—Whiles they each other croſs, 


I.ives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loſs. Exit. 


— 


— 


— 1 — 


SCENE IT. 


jy ST Part of France. Enter — with Bis Army. 


Fam. It is too late; I cannot ſend them now: 
This expedition was by Vork, and Talbot, 
Too raſhly plotted; all our general force 
Might with a ſally of the very town 
| Be buckled with; the over-daring Talbot 
Hath ſullied all his gloſs of former honour, 
Buy this unheedful, deſperate, wild adventure: 
York ſet him on to fight, and die in ſhame, 
7] hat, Talbot dead, great York might bear the name. 
Capt. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me 

| Set 
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Set from our o'er-match'd forces forth for aid, 
Enter Sir WILLIAM Lucy. 5 
Som. How now, Sir William? whither were you ſent ? 
Lucy. Whither, my lord? from bought and ſold lord 
: Talbot; | . 
Who, ring'd about with bold adverſity, 
Cries out for noble York and Somerſet, 
To beat aſſailing death from his weak legions, 


And whiles the honourable captain there 


Drops bloody ſweat from his war-wearied limbs, 
And, in advantage ling'ring, looks for reſcue, 

You, his falſe hopes, the truſt of England's honour, 
Keep off aloof with worthleſs emulation, 

Let not your private diſcord keep away 


The levied ſuccours that ſhould lend him aid, 


While he, renowned noble gentleman, 
"Yields up his life unto a world of odds: 
Orleans the Baſtard, Charles, and Burgundy, 


Alencon, Reignier, cempaſs him about, 


And Talbot periſheth by your default. 
Som. Vork ſet him on, Vork ſhould have ſent him aid. 


Lucy. And Vork as faſt upon your grace exclaims; 
Swearing, that you wi ne; his le vied hoſt, 
Collected for this expedition 

Som. Vork lies; he 1 have ſent, and had the 

horſe: c i 
J owe him little duty, and leſs love; 

And take foul ſcorn, to fawn on him by ſending. 
Lucy, The fraud of England, not the force of France, 
Hath now entrapt the noble-minded Talbot : | 

Never to England ſhall he bear his life ; 
But dies, betray'd to fortune by your ſtrife. _ 

Sem. Come, go; I will diſpach the horſemen ſtraight : 
Withip ſix hours they will be at his aid. 

Lucy. Too late comes reſcue; he is ta'en, or ſlain ; 
For fly he could not, if he would have fled; | 
And fly would Talbot never, though he might. 

Som. If he be dead, brave Talbot then adieu! 


1 Lucy. 
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Lucy. His fame lives in che world, his ſhame in you. 
: | [ Exeunt, 


_ 


SCENE V. 


4 Field of Battle near Bourdeaux. Enter TALBOT, and his 


x Son. 


Tal. O young John Talbot ! I did ſend for thee, 
To tutor thee in ſtratagems of war; 
That Talbot's name might be in thee reviv'd, 
When ſapleſs age, and weak unable limbs, 
Should bring thy father to his drooping chair. 
But—O malignant and ill-boding ſtars !— 
Now art thou come unto a feaſt of death, 
A terrible and unavoided danger: : 
Therefore, dear boy, mount on my ſwifteſt horſe ; 
And Il direct thee bow thou ſhalt eſcape 
By ſudden flight come, dally not, be gone. 
John. Is my name Talbot? and am I your ſon? 
And ſhall I fly? O! if you love my mother, 
Diſhonour not her honourable name, 
To make a baſtard, and a ſlave of me: | 
The world will ay—He is not Talbot's blood, 
That baſely fled, when noble Talbot ſtood. 
Tal. Fly, to revenge my death, if I he flain, 
John. He, that flies ſo, will ne'er return again. 
Tal. If we both ſtay, we both are ſure to die. 
John. Then, let me ſtay; and, father, do you * 
Your loſs is great, fo your regard ſhould be; 
My worth unknown, no loſs is known in me. 
Upon my death the French can little boaſt ; 
In your's they will, in you all hopes are loſt. 
Flight cannot ſtain the honour you have won; 
But mine it will, that no exploit have done : 
You fled for vantage, every one will ſwear ; 
But, if I bow, they'll ſay— it was for fear. 
'There is no hope that-ever I will ſtay, 
If, the firſt hour, I ſhrink, and run away. | . 
Vol. V. F . 
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Here, on my knee, I beg mortality, 

Rather than life preſerv'd with infamy, 

Tal. Shall all thy mother's hopes lie in one tomb? 2 
Jobn. Ay, rather than I'll fkame my mother's womb. 
Tal. Upon my bleſſing I command thee go. 

John. To fight I will, but not to fly the foe. 
Tal. Part of thy father may be ſav'd in thee. 
Jobn. No part of him, but will be ſhame in me. 
Tal. Thou never hadſt renown, nor canſt not loſe it. 
Jobn. Yes, your renowned name; Shall flight abuſe it)? 
Tal. Thy father's charge ſhall clear thee from that 
ſtain, 
John. You cannot witneſs for me, being ſlain. 

If death be ſo apparent, then both fly. 

Tal. And leave my followers here, to fight, and die? 

My age was never tainted with ſuch ſhame. 

Joha. And ſhall my youth be guilty of ſuch blame? 

No more can [I be ſever'd from your fide, 

Than can yourſelf yourſelf in twain divide: 

Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I; 

For live I will not, if my father die. 

Tal. Then here I take'my leave of thee, fair ſon, 

Born to eclipſe thy life this afternoon, | 

Home, ſide by fide together live and die; . 

And ſoul with ſoul from France to heaven fly. [Exeunt, | 


SCENE FT. 
8 . zo herein T ALBOT's Sen is lemm 7 4- 
bout, and T'ALBOT' reſcues him. 


Tal. Saint George, and victory! fight, ſoldiers, fight: 
The regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 
And left us to the rage of France's ſword. 
Where is John Talbot ?—pauſe and take thy breath; 
J gave thee life, and refcu'd thee from death. 
John. O twice, my father ! twice am I thy ſon : 


The life, thou gang me firſt, was loſt and done; 


"Til 


— 
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Till with thy warlike ſword, deſpight of fate, 
To my determin'd time thou gav'it new date. 
7 al, When from the e o creſt thy ſword ſtruck 


fire, ; 
It warm'd thy father's heart with proud when : þ 
Of bold-fac'd victory. Then leaden age | | i 
Quicken'd with youthful ſpleen, and warlike rage, | 


Beat down Alencon, Orleans, Burgundy, 

And from the pride of Gallia reſcu'd thee. 

The ireful baſtard Orleans - that drew blood 
From thee, my boy; and had the maidenhood- 
Of thy firſt fight I ſoon encountered ; 

And, interchanging blows, 1 quickly ſhed 

Some of his baſtard blood; and, in difgrace, 
Beſpoke him thus : e wa, baſe, 

And mis- beg utten blood 1 ſpill of thine, 

Mean and right poor; for that pure blood of mint,” 
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Which thou didft Force From Talbot, my brave boy os” s 
Here, purpoſing the Baſtard to deftroy, ö 
Came in ſtrong reſcue Speak, thy father's care; : 
Art not thou weary, Jahn? How doſt thou fare?“ 8 
Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fly, i 1 
Now thou art ſeal'd the ſon of chivalry? 2 5 
Fly, to revenge my death, wben l am dead; A 
Ihe help of one ſtands me in little ſtead, 5 
Oh, too much folly is it, well I wot, Y 
To hazard all our lives in one ſmall boat. : 24 5 


—— 2 * 
* 


EHI to-day die not with Frenchmen's rage, 
'To-morow I ſhall die- with mickle age: 
By me they nothing gain, an if I ſtay, 
is but the ſhartning of nry life one day: 
In thee thy mother dies, our houſehold's name, 
My death's revenge, thy youth, and England's fame: 
All theſe, and more, we hazard by thy ſtay; 
All theſe are ſav'd, if thou wilt fly away. 
John. The ſword of Orleans hath not made me ſmart, 
Theſe words of your's draw lite-blood from my heart ; 
Oh what advantage, bought with ſuch a ſhame, 


Vo ſave a paltry lite, and flay bright tame ! | 
- ; 2 
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Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 
The coward horſe, that bears me, fall and die! 
And like me to the peaſant boys of France; 
To be ſhame's ſcorn, and ſubje& of miſchance ! 
Surely, by all the glory you have won, 
An if I fly, I am not Talbot's ſon : 
Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot; 
If fon to Talbot, die at Talbot's foot. 
Tal. Then follow thou thy deſperate fire of area 
Thou Icarus; thy life to me is ſweet : 
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father's ſhde ; 
And, commendable prov'd, let's die in pride. [ Exeunt. 


— 


— 


. N 


SCENE VII. 


* 


Alarum. Excurſions. Euter old TALBOT, led by the French. 


Tal. Where is my other life ?>>mine own is gone 
O, where's young Talbot ? where is t John ?— 
Triumphant death, ſmear'd with captivity ! 

Young Talbot's valour makes me ſmile at thee 
When he perceiv'd me ſhrink, and on my knee, 

His bloody ſword he brandiſh'd over me, 

And, like a hungry lion, did commence 

Rough deeds of rage, and ſtern impatience : 


But when my angry guardant ſtood alone, 


Tend'ring my ruin, and affail'd of none, 


Dizz'y-ey'd fury, and great rage of heart, 
Suddenly made him from my fide to ſtart 


Into the cluſt'ring battle of the French: 
And in that ſea of blood my boy did drench 


His over-nrounting ſpirit ; and there dy'd 


My Icarus, my bloſſom, in his pride.. 


Enter JoaN TALBOT, borne, . 
Serv. O my dear lord! lo, where your ſon is borne ! 
Tal. Thou antic death, which laugh'ſt us here to ſcorn, 
Anon, from thy inſulting tyranny, 
Coupled in bonds of perpetuity, 


Two Talbots, winged through the lither ſky, . 
A 
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In thy deſpight, ſhall ſcape mortality. 

O thou whoſe wounds become hard- favour'd death, 

| Speak to thy father, ere thou yield thy breath : 

Brave death by ſpeaking, whether he will, or-no : 

Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy foe.— 

Poor boy! he ſmiles, methinks: as who ſhould fay—- 

Had death been French, then-death had died to day. 

Come, come, and lay him in his father's arms: 

My ſpirit can no longer bear theſe harms. 

Soldiers, adieu! I have what I would have, 

Now my old arms are young John Talbot's grave. 
Dies. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


Continues near Bourdeax, Enter CHARLES, Al ENcOo N, 
BuxGUNDy, Baſtard, and JOAN La PUCELLE, 


Charles. 


ah Vork 4 Sonlerſet brought reſcue in, 
We ſhould have ſound a bloody day of this, 
Bafl. How the young whelp of Talbot's, raging- wood, 
Did fleſh his puny. ſword in Frenchmen's blood! 
Pucel. Once I encounter'd him, and thus 1 ſaid, 
Thou maiden yeuth, be vanquiſb d by. a maid : 
But—with-a proud; majeſtical, high ſcorn— 
He anſwer d thus; Young 7 albet was not born 
To bethe pillage of a gig/ot wwench ; 
So, ruſhing in the bowels of the F ech, 
He leſt me proudly, as unworthy fight. 
Bur. Doubtleſs he would have made a noble knight : 
8ec, where he lies inherſed in the arms 
Of the moſt bloedy nurſer of his harms.“ | 
Baſt. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones aſunder : 
Whoſe life was England's glory, Gallia's wonder. 
F 3 Clar. 
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Cbar. Oh, no; forbear: for that which we have fled 
During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 
Enter Sir WiLtiaMm Lucy. 
Zucy. Herald, conduct me to __ 3162/0068 tent; to 
know | 
Who hath obtain'd the glory of val day. 
Char. On what ſubmiſſive meſſage art thou ſent ? 
Lucy. Submiſſion, dauphin ? 'tis a meer French word; 
We Engliſh warriors wot not what it means. 
I come to know what priſoners thou haſt ta'en, 
And to ſurvey the bodies of the dead. | 
Char. For priſoners aſk'ſt thou? hell our priſon is. 
But tell me whom thou ſeek'ſt. | 
Lucy, Where is the great Alcides of the field, 
Valiant lord Talbot, earl of Shrewſbury ? 
Created, for his rare ſucceſs in arms, ; 
Great earl of Waſhford, Waterford, and Valence; 
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield, 
Lord Strange of Blackmere, lord Verdun of Alton, 
| Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, lord Furnival of Shef- 
field. 
The thrice victorious lord of Falconbridge; ; 
Knight of the noble order of ſaint George, 
Worthy ſaint Michael, and the golden fleece; 
Great mareſhal to Henry the ſixth, 
Of all his wars within the realm of France ?. 
Pucel. Here is a filly ſtately ſtyle, indeed ! 
The Turk, that two and fifty kingdoms hath, 
Writes not ſo tedious a ſtyle as this.— 
Him, that thou magnify'{t with all theſe titles, 
Stinking, and fly-blown, lies here at our feet. 
Lucy. Is Talbot flain! the Frenchmen's only ſcourge, 
' Your kingdom's terror and black Nemeſis ? | 
Oh, were mine eye-balls into ballets turn'd, 
That I, in rage, might ſhoot them at your faces! 
Oh, that I could but call theſe dead to life ! 
It were enough to fright the realm of France ; 
Were but his picture left among you here, 


It would amaze the proudeſt of you all. 
| = 1 Give 
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Give me theip bodies; that I may bear them hence, 
And give them burial as beſeems their worth. 
Pucel.] think, this upſtart is old Talbot's ghoſt, 
He ſpeaks with ſuch a proud commanding ſpirit. 
For God's ſake, let him have em: to keep them heres 
They would but ſtink, and putrify the air. | 
Char. Go, take their bodies hence. | 
Lucy. I' 1] bear 
Them hence: but from their aſhes ſhall be rear d 
A pheanix, that ſhall make all France afeard. 


Char. So we be rid of them, do with them what thow | 


wilt. 
And now to Paris, in this conquering veim; 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbot's flain. | 
| 0 2 [Exeunt. 


8 — 


SCENE ZI. 


England. Enter King Hunay, GLOSTER, and Exer ER. 


X. Henry. Have you perus'd the letters from Ms: 
pope, | 
The emperor, and the earl of Armagnac ? ? 
G!o | have, my lord; and their intent is this 
They humbly fue unto your excellence, 
To have a godly peace concluded of, 
Betweem the realms of England and of France. 
EK. Henry. How doth your grace affect their motion-? 
Glo. Well, my good lord; and as the only means 
To ſtop effu ſion of our Chriſtian blood, 
And ſtabliſh quietneſs on every fide. 
X. Henry. Ay, marry, uncle; for 1 always 1 
It was both impious and unnatorkl, 
That ſuch immanity and bloody ſtrife 
Should reign among profeſſors of one faith. 
Slo. Beſide, my lord—the ſooner to effect, 
And ſut er bind, this knot of amity— 
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The earl of Armagnac—near knit to Charles, 

A man of great authority in France 

Proffers his only daughter to your grace 

In marriage, with a large and ſumptuous dowry. - 
a Henry. Marriage! uncle, alas! my years OY 
And ſitter is my ſtudy, and my books, | 
Than wanton dalliance with a paramour. 

Vet, call the ambaſſadors; and, as you pleaſe, 
So let them have their anſwers every one: 

I ſhall be well content with any choice, 
'Fends to God's glory, and my country's weal. 


Enter a Legatt, and twws- Ambaſſadors, with WINCHESTER 
as Cardinal. 


Exe. What !-is my lord of Wincheſter" inftall'd, 
And call'd unto a cardinal's degree 1 
Then, I perceive, that will be verify d, 
Henry the fifth did ſometime propheſy 
4f once be come to be à cardinal,- 
He'll mate his cap co-egual ande crow x. 
XK. Henry. My lords ambaſſadors, your ſeveral ſuits 
Have been conſider'd and debated on. | 
Your purpoſe is both good and reaſonable :: 
And, therefore, are we certainly refolv'd: 
To draw conditions of a friendly: peace: 
Which; by my lord of Wincheſter we mean 
Shall be tranſported preſently to France. ._ 
Glo. And for the proffer of my lord your maſter-= 
L have inform'd his highneſs fo at large, | | 
As—liking of:the lady's virtuous gifts, 
Her beauty, and the value of her dow/er 
He doth intend ſhe-ſhall be Eugland's queen. * 
EX. Henry. In argument and proof of which conrad, 
Bear her this jewel, pledge of my aflection.— 
And ſo, my lord protector, ſee them guarded, 
And ſafely brought to Dover: where, inſhipp'd,, 
Commit them to the fortune of the ſea. 
| [ Excunt. King. and 
Nn. Stay, my Jord legate; you ſhall firſt receive 
The 
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The ſum of money, which I promiſed 

Should be deliver'd to his holineſs 

For clothing me in theſe grave ornaments. 
Legate; I will attend upon your lordſhip's leiſure. 

Min. Now Wincheſter will not ſubmit, I trow, 

Or be inferior to the proudeſt peer. 

Humphrey of Gloſter, thou ſhalt well perceive, 

That, nor in birth, nor for authority, | 

The biſhop will be over-borne by thee: 

I'll either make thee ſtoop, and bend thy knee, 

Or ſack this country with a mutiny. [ [ Emeunt. 


= 4 _— 


SCENE III. 


France, Enter Dauphin, Buzcundy, Arz N and 
| JoAN LA PUCELLE., 


Dau. Theſe news, my lords, may cheer our  drooping 
+. Jars 4: | 
Tis ſaid, the ſtout Pariſians do revolt, 
And turn again unto the warlike French. 
Alen. Then march to Paris, royal Charles of France, 
And keep not back your powers in dalliance. 
Pucel. Peace be amongſt them, if they turn to us; 
Elſe, ruin combat with their palaces! 
Enter a Scout. 
Scout. Succeſs unto our valiant general, 
And happineſs to his accemplices ! 
Dau. What tidings ſend our ſcouts ? J pr'ythee, ſpeak. 
Scout. The Engliſh army that divided was 
Into two parts, is now conjoin'd in one; 
And means to give you battle preſently. 
Dau. Somewhat too ſudden, Sirs, the warning is; 
But we will preſently provide for them. 
Bur. I truſt, the ghoſt of Talbot is not there; 
Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear. 


 Pucel. Of all baſe 1 fear is molt aceurs d.— 
Command 
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Command the conqueſt, Charles, it ſhall be thine ; 3 
Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. 


Dau. Then 9 my lords: And France be fortunate ! + 
| [ Excunt, 


8 n 4 9 , : 5 . 
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Re | : SCENE IF. : 


Alarum 4 Excurſions. Enter JOAN LA PucrrLx. 


Putcel. 0M regent: conquers, and the Frenchmen 
J. — 
Now help, ye charming ſpells, and periaptsz 
And ye choice ſpirits, that admoniſh me, | 
And give me ſigns of future accidents ! [ Thundir. 
You ſpeedy helpers, that are ſubſtitu tes | 
Under the lordly monarch of the north, | - 
Appear; and aid me in this enterprize ! | 
Enter Fiendi. 
This ſpeedy and quick appearance arguea proof 
Of your accuſtom's diligence to me. 
Now, ye familiar ſpirits, that are cull'd 
Out of the porwerful regions under earth, 
Help me this ee, that France may get the field. 
Oh, hold me not with filenee ok 
Where I was-wont to feed you with my blood, 
I'll lop a member off, and give it you, 
In earneſt of a further benefit: 
So you do condeſcend to help me now. 
[ They bang their Heads, 

No hope to have redreſs ?—My body ſhall | 
Pay recompence, if you will grant my ſuit. 


(They ſhake their Heads. 
Gannot my body, nor blood-facrifice, | 
Entreat you to your wonted furtherance ? 1 


Before 


Then take my ſoul; my body, ſou), and all, 
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| Before that England give the French the foil. 


They depart. 

see! they forſake me. Now the time is come, X 
That France muſt vail her lofty-plumed creſt, 5 
And let her head fall into England's lap. | 4 
My antient incantations are too weak, 

And hell too ſtrong for me to buckle with:. 


Now, France, thy glory droopeth. to the duſt. [ Exit, 


Rxcurſions. PUCELLE and York fight, Hand to Hand. 
PUCELLE is talen. The French fly. 


York. Damſel of France, I think, I have you faſt : _ ; 
-Unchain your ſpirits now with ſpelling charms. | 
2 try if they can gain your liberty. 
A goodly prize, fit for the devil's grace! 
See, how the ugly witch doth bend her brows, 
As if, with Circe, ſhe would change my ſhape. | 
Pucel. Chang'd to a worſer ſhape thou canſt not be. 
Tord. Oh, Charles the dauphin is a proper man 
No ſhape but his can pleaſe your dainty eye. 
Pucel. A plaguing miſchief light on Charles, and thee! | 
And may ye both be ſuddenly ſurpriz d 
By bloody hands, in ſlecping on your beds 
York. Fell, banning hag ! enchantreſs, hold thy tongue. 
Pucel. 1 pry*ythee, give me leave to curſe a while. 
York, 9 miſcreant, when chou comeſt to the ſtake. 
[Exennt, 
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| Mitra Enter SUrFOLK, Jeading in Lady MARGARET. | 

Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my Jones | 
[Gazes on bet. 

Oh faireſt heauty, 10 hos fear, nor fly; 

For I will touch thee but with reverent hands. 

I kiſs theſe fingers for eternal peace, 

And lay them. gently on thy tender ſide. 

Who art thou? ſay, that I may honour thee. 2 
Mar. Margaret my name; and daughter to a king, i 

The king of Naples, whoſoc'er thou art. 
SY. An carl I am, and Suffolk am 1 call'd, 
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Be not offended, nature's miracle, 
Thou art alloted to be ta en by me: 
So doth the ſwan her downy cygnets ſave, 


"Keeping them priſoners underneath her wings. 


Yet, if this ſervlie uſage once offend, 
Go, and be free again, as Suffolk's friend. 
| [She is going. 
Oh, ſtay have no power. to let her paſs; 
My hand would free her, but my heart ſays—no, 
As plays the ſun upon the glaſſy ſtreams, 
Twinkling another counterfeited beam, 


So ſeems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes, 


Fain weuld 1 woo her, yet | dare not ſpeak; 
J'll call for pen and ink, and write my mind! 
Fie, De la Poole! diſable not thyſelf; 


Haſt not a tongue? is ſhe not here thy priſoner? 


Wilt thou be daunted at a woman's ſight; 
Ay; beauty's princely majeſty is ſuch, 
Confounds the tongue, and makes the ſenſes rough. 
Mar. Say, ear] of Suffolk —if thy name be ſo— 
What ranſom muſt I pay before I paſs ? 
For, I perceive, I am thy priſoner. 
Syuf. How:can'ſt.thou tell, ſhe will deny thy ſuit, 
Before thou make a trial of her love? [ A/ede. 
Mar. Why ſpeak'ſt thou not ? what Na muſt 1 
pay ? | 
Sf, She's beautiful: and therefore to be woo d: 
She is a woman; therefore to be won. [44 ie 
Mar, Wilt thou accept of ranſom, yea, or no: 7” 
Sf. Fond man! remember, that thou haſt a wife; 
Then how can Margaret be thy patamour ? Aſide. 
Mar. I were beſt to leave him, for he will not hear. 
Sa, There all is marr'd; there lies a cooling card. 
Mar. He talks at random; ſure, the man is mad. fy 
Suf. And yet a diſpenſation may be had. 
Mar. And yet I would that you would anſwer me. 
Suf. l'll win this lady Margaret. For whom! 
Why, for my king: Tuſh ! that's a wooden thing. 
Mar. He talks of wood: It is ſome carpenter, 
1 SV. 
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S.,. Yet ſo my fancy may be ſatisfy'd, 
And peace eſtabliſhed between theſe realms, 
But there remains a ſcruple in that too : 
For though her father be the king of Naples, 
Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he poor, 5 
And our nobility will ſcorn the match. | Lee. 
Mar. Hear ye, captain? Are you not at leiſure ? 
Sf. It ſhall be ſo, diſdain they ne'er ſo much: 
Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. — 
Madam, I have a ſecret to reveal. 
Mar. What though I be enthrall'd ? he ſeems a 
knight, 
And will not any way diſhonour me. L Alu.. 
Sif. Lady, vouchſafe to liſten what I ſay. | 
Mar. Perhaps, I ſhall be reſcu'd by the French 
And then I need not crave his courteſy. [Aſide. 
Suf. Sweet madam, give me hearing in a cauſe— 
Mar. * women have been captivate ere now. 
[4/6 dt. 
Se. 1 wherefore talk you ſo? 
Mar. Icry you mercy, 'tis but quid for quo. 
Sf. Say, gentle princeſs, would you not ſuppoſe 
Your bondage happy, to be made a queen? 
Mar. To be a queen in bondage, is more vile, 
Than is a flave in baſe ſervility ; 
For princes ſhould be free. 
Sif. And ſo ſhall you, 
If happy England's royal king be free. 
Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom unto me? 
Suf. Il undertake to make thee Henry's queen; 
To put a golden ſceptre in thy hand, 
And ſet a precious crown upen thy head, 
If thou wilt condeſcend to be m 
Mar. What ? 
Suff. His love. 
Mar. l am unworthy to be 3 s wife. 
Suf. No, gentle madam; I unworthy am 
To woo ſo fair a dame to de his wife, 
Vor. V. - + And 
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And have no portion in the choice myſelf 
How ſay you, madam : are you ſo content ? 
Mar. An if my father pleaſe, I am content. 
$Syf. Then call our captains, and our colours, id. 
And, madam, at your father's caſtle walls 
Weell crave a parley, to confer with him. 
Sound. Enter RE1GNIER on the Walls. 
Sey. See, Reignier, ſee, thy daughter priſoner. 
Reig. To whom? 
Suf. To me, 
Keig. Suffolk what remedy ? 
I am a ſoldier; and unapt to weep, 
Or to exclaim on fortune's fickleneſs. 
| Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord: 
Conſent (and, for thy honour, give conſent, ) 
'Fhy daughter ſhall be wedded to my king ; 
Whom 1 with pain have woo'd and won thereto 
And this her eaſy-held imprifonment 
Hath gain'd thy daughter princely liberty. 
Reig. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks? 
S/. Fair Margaret knoys, 
That Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or feign. 
Reig. Upon thy princely warrant, I deſcend, 
To give thee anſwer of thy juſt demand. 
; [ Exit from the Walls, 
Suf. And hive I will expect thy coming. 
Trumpets ſound, Enter REIGNIER, below. 
Reig. Welcome, brave carl, into our territories; 
Command in Anjou what your honour pleaſes. 
$f. Thanks, Reignier, happy for ſo ſweet a child, 
Fit to be made companion with a king: 
Vat anſwer makes your grace unto my ſuit? 
Reig. Since thou doſl deign to Woo her little worth, 
To be the princely bride of ſuch a lord; 
IIpon condition I may quietly 
Enjoy mine own, the countries Maine and Anjou, 
Free from oppreſſion or the ſttoke of war, 
My daughter ſhall he Henry's, if he pleaſe. 
Suf. That his her ranſom, I deliver her; 


And 
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And thoſe two countries, I will undertake, 
Your grace ſhall well and quietly enjoy, 
Reig. And | again—in Heary' s royal name, 
As deputy unto that gracious king 
Give thee her hand, for ſign of plighted ſaith. 
S. F. Reignier of France, I-give thee kingly thanks, 
Becaule thisis in traffic of a king ; 
And yet, methinks, I could be well content 
To be mine own attorney in this caſe. | [ Afides 
Fil over then to England with this news, 
And make this marriage to be ſolemniz d: 
So, farowel, Reignier | Set this diamond ſaſe 
In golden palaces, as it becomes. 
Reis. | do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Chriſtian prince, king Henry, were he here. 
Mar. Farewel, my lord! Good wiſhes, praiſe, and 


prayers, 
Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret, [ She is going, 
S1 /. Fare wel, ſweet madam! But hark you, Mar 
garet; | 


| No princely commendations-to my king? 
Mar. Such commendations as become a maid, 
A virgin, and his ſervant, fay co him. 
S8. Words ſweetly plac'd, and modeſtly directed. 
But, madam, I mult trouble you again 
No loving token to his majeſty ? 
Mar. Yes, my good lord, a pure unſpotted heart, 
Never yet taint with love, I ſend the king. 
Suff. And this withal. [Ries here 
Mur. That for thyſeif ;—1I will not ſo preſume, 
To fend ſuch peeviſh tokens to a king. 
[Exeunt REIGNIER, and MARGARET 
Sf. O, wert thou for myſelf !— But, Suffolk, ſtay; 
Thou may'ſt not wander in that labyrinth; 
There Minotaurs, and ugly treaſons, lurk. 
Solicit Henry with her wondrous praiſe ; 
Bethink thee on her virtues that ſurmount, 
Mad, natural . that extinguiſh art 
G 2 Repe 
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Repeat their ſemblance often on the feas, 

That, when thou com'ſt to kneel at Henry's feet, 

Thou may'ſ| bereave him of his wits with wonder. ER 
| [ Exit, 


1 E 22 
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ScRNE F. 


| Camp of the Duke of YoRK in Anjou. Enter Lokk, War- 
wick, a Shepherd, and PUCELLE. | 


York. Bring forth that ſorcereſs, condemn'd to burn. 
Shep, Ah, Joan! this kills thy father's heart outright ! 
Have I ſought every country far and near, 
And, now it is my chance to find thee out, 
Muſl I behold thy timeleſs cruel death! 
Ah, Joan, ſweet daughter Joan, I'll die with thee! 
Pucel Decrepit miſer ! baſe ignoble wretch ! 
am deſcended of a gentler blood; 
Thou art no father, nor no friend of mine. 
Sep. Out, out N lords, an Fa vou, 'tis not 
ſo; 
I did beget Tus: all the pariſh knows : 
Her mother liveth yer, can teſtiſy 
She was the firſt fruit of my bachelorſhip, 
Mar. Graceleſs! wilt thou deny thy parentage ? 
York. This argues what her kind of life hath been, 
Wicked and vile; and ſo her death concludes. 
Shep. Fie, Joan! that thou wilt be fo obſtacle! 
God knows, thou art a collop of my fleik ; 
And for thy ſake have I ſhed many a tear: 
Deny me not, I pr'ythee gentle Joan, 
_ Puzal. Peaſant, avaunt !—You have ſuborn d _ man, 
Of purpoſe to obſcure my noble birth, 
Shep. Tis true, I gave a noble to the prieſt, 
The morn that I was wedded to her mother. _ 
Kneel down and take my bleſſing, good my girl. 
Wilt rhou not ſtoop ? Now curſed be the time 
Of thy nativity ! I would, the milk 


Thy 
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Thy mother gave thee, when thou ſuck'dſt her breaſt, 
Had been a little ratſbane for thy ſake ! 

Or elſe, when thou didit keep my lambs a- field, 

I wiſh ſome ravenous wolf had eaten thee ! 

Doſt thou deny thy father, curſed drab? 


O, burn her, burn her ! hanging is too good Exit. 8 


York. Take her away; for ſhe hath liv'd too long, 
To fill the world with vicious qualities. 
Puce}. Firſt, let me tell you whom you have con- 
| deman'd ; 
Not me begotten of a ſhepherd fwain, 
But iſiu'd from the progeny of kings: 
Virtuous, and holy ; choſen from above, 
By inſpiration of celeſtial grace, 
To work exceeding miracles on earth. 
I never had to do with wicked ſpirits ; 
Bnt you—that are polluted with your luſts, 
Stain'd with the guiltleſs blood of-innocents; 
Corrupt and tainted with a thouſand vices— 
Becauſe you want the grace that others have, 
You judge it ſtraight a thing impoſſible 
To compaſs wonders, but by help of devik. 
No, miſconceived ! Joan of Arc hath been 
A virgin from her tender infancy, 
Chaſte and immaculate in very thought ; 
Whoſe maiden blood, thus rigorouſly eſlus'd, 
Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven. 
York. Ay, ay ;—away with her to execution. 
War. And hark ye, Sirs; becauſe ſhe is a maid, 
Spare for no faggots, let there be enough: 
Place barrels of pitch upon the fatal ſtake, 
That ſo her torture may be ſhortened. _ 
Pucel. Will nothing turn your unrelenting kearts? — 
Then Joan, diſcover thine infirmity ; 
That warranteth by Jaw to be thy privilege,— 
I am with child, ye bloody homicides; | 
Murder not then the fruit within my womb, 
Although ye hale me to a violent death. 
J. Now heaven forfend ! the holy maid with child? 
863 War, 
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War. The greateſt miracle that e'er ye wrought : 
Ts all your ſtrict preciſeneſs come to this? 
York. She and the dauphin have been juggling : 
I did imagine what would he her refuge. 
War. Well, go to; we will have no baſtards live; 
Efpecially, fince Charles muſt father it. 
Pucel. You are deceiv'd; my child is none of his; 
It was Alencon, that enjoy'd my love. 
York. Alencon ! that notorious Machiavel ! 
It dies, an if it had a thouſand lives. 
Pucel. O, give me leave, I have deluded you: 
*T was neither Charles, nor yet the duke I nam'd, 
But Reignier, king of Naples, that prevail'd. © 
War. A marry'd man! that's moſt intolerable, 
York. Why, here's a girl! I think, ſhe knows not well, 
There were ſo many, whom ſhe may accuſe. 
War. It's ſign, ſhe hath been liberal and fiee. 
York. And, yet, forſooth, ſhe is a virgin pure.— 
Strumpet, thy words condemn thy brat, and thee : 
Uſe no entreaty, for it is in vain. 
Pucel, Then lead me hence with whom I leave my 
curſe : 7 
May never glorious ſun reflex his beams 
Upon the country where you makè abode ! 
But darkneſs and the gloomy ſhade of death 
Enviren you; 'till miſchief, and deſpair, 
Drive you to break your necks, or hang yourſelves? 
[ Exit guarded, 
York. Break thou in pieces, and conſume to aſhes, 
'Thou foul accurſed miniſter of hell ! | i : 
Enter Cardinal BEAUFORT, tc. 
Car. Lord regent, I do greet your excellence 
With letters of commiſſion from the king. 
For know, my lords, the ſtates of Chriſtendom, 
| Mov'd with remorſe at theſe outrageous broils, 
Have earneſtly implor'd a general peace 
Fetwixt our nation and the aſpiring French; 
And ſee at hand the dauphin, and his train, 
Approacheth, to confer about ſome matters. 
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York. 1s all our travel turn'd to this effect? 
After the ſlaughter of ſo many peers, 
So many captains, gentlemen, and ſoldiers, 
That in this quarrel have been overthrown, 
And ſold their bodies for their country's benefit, 
Shall we at laſt conclude effeminate peace? 
Have we not loſt moſt part of all the towns, 
By treaſon, falſehood, and by treachery, 
Our great progenitors had conquered ?— 
Oh, Warwick, Warwick! 1 foreſee with grief 
The utter loſs of all the realm of France. 
War. Be patient, Vork; if we conclude a peace, 
It ſhall be with ſuch ſtrict and ſevere covenants, 
As little ſhall the Frenchmen gain A 


Euter CnARTIã, ALENCON, BASTARD, 1 Nrickizz- 


Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus agreed, 
That peaceful truce ſhall be proclaim'd in France, 
We come to be informed by yourfelves 
What the conditions of that league muſt be. 

Tord. Speak, Wincheſter ; for boiling choler chokes 
The hollow paſſage of my poiſon'd voice, 

By ſight of theſe our baleful enemies. 

Win. Charles, ard the reſt, it is enacted thus: 
That—in regard king Henry gives conſent, 
Of meer compaſſion, and of lenity, 

To cafe your country of diſtreſsful war, 

And ſuffer you to breathe in fruitful peace— 

| You ſhall become true liegemen to his crown: 
And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt ſwear 
To pay him tribute, and ſubmit thyſelf, 

Thou ſhalt be plac'd as viceroy under him, 
And {till enjoy thy regal dignity. 

Alen. Muſt he be then as ſhadow of himſelf ? 

Adorn his temples with a coronet ; 
And yet, in ſubſtance and authority, 
Retain but privilege of a private man ? 

This proffer is abſurd and reaſonleſs. 


Ghar, Tis known already, that! am oſſeſd d 
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of more tban half the Gallian beni tee 
And therein reverenc'd for their lawful king: 
Shall I, for lucre of the reſt unvanquiſh'd, 
Detract ſo much from that prerogative, 
As to be call'd but viceroy of the whole? 
No, lord embaſſador; I'll rather keep 
That which I have, than, coveting for more, 
Be caſt from poſſibility of ile <5; 
York, Inſulting Charles! haſt thou by ſecret n means 
Us'd interceſſion to obtain a league; 
And, now the matter grows to compromiſe 
Stand'ſt thou aloof upon compariſon? 
Either accept the title thou uſurp'ſ, 
Of benefit proceeding from our king, 
And not of any challenge of deſert, - 
Or we will plague thee with inceſſant wars. 
Reig. My, lord, you do not well in obſtinacy, 
To cavil in the eourſe of this contract: | 
If once it be neglected, ten to one, 
We ſhall not find like opportunity. 
Alen. To fay the truth, it is your policy, 
To ſave your ſubjects from ſuch maſſacre, 
And ruthleſs flaughters, as are daily ſeen 
By our proceeding in hoſtility : 
And therefore take this compact of a truce, 


Although you break it when your pleaſure ſerves. 
| [ Ajide to the Dauphin. 


War. How ſay'ſt thou, N ? ſhall your condition 


ſtand ? 
Char. It ſhall 
Only reſerv'd you claim no intereſt 
In any of our towns of garriſon. 
York. Then ſwear allegiance to his majeſty ; 8 
As thou art knight, never to diſobey, 
Nor be rebellious to the crown of England, 
Thou, nor thy robles, to the crown of England. 
[CRARLES, and the reſt give Tokens of Fealty, 
So, now diſmiſs your army when ye pleaſe ; 
Hang up your enſigns, let your drums be ſtill; 2 
ES pr 
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or here we entertain a ſolemn peace, FF Exeunt. 
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SCENE PT. 


England. A Room in the Palace, Enter SUFFOLK, in Con- 
ference with King Henry ; GLO8TER, and EXETER, 


K. Henry, Your wondrous rare deſcription, noble earl, 
Of beauteous Margaret hath aſton!ſh'd me: 
Her virtues, graced with external gifts, 
Do breed love's ſettled paſſions in my heart: 
And like as rigour of tempeſtuous guſts 
Provokes the mightieſt hulk againſt the tide ; 
So am I driven, by breath of her renown, 
Either to ſuffer ſhipwreck, or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her love. 

Suf. Tuſh, my good lord! this ſuperficial tale 
Is but a preface of her worthy praiſe: 
The chief perfections of that lovely dame 
(Had l ſufficient ſkill to utter them), - 
Would make a volume of enticing lines, 
Able to raviſh any dull conceit. | 
And, which is more, ſhe is not fo divine, 
So full replete with choice of all delights, 
But, with as humble lowlineſs of mind, 
She is content to be at your command; 
Command, I mean, of virtuous chaſte intents, 
To love and honour Henry as her lord. 
EK Henry. And otherwiſe will Henry neh er preſume. 
Therefore, my lord protector, give conſent 
That Margaret may be England's royal queen. 
Sl. So ſhould give conſent to flatter ſin. 
You know, my lord, your highneſs is betroth'd 
Unto another lady of eſteem ; 
How ſhall we then diſpenſe with that contract, 
And not deface your honour with reproach ? 

Su,. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ; 

Or one, that, at a triumph having vow'd 
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To try his ſtrength, forſaketh yet the liſts. 
By reaſon of his adverſary's odds: 
A poor earls daughter is unequal odds, 
And therefore may be broke without effence, 
Gle. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more "hun that? 


Her father is no 3 than an earl, 


Although in glorious titles he excel. 

Suf. Yes, my good lord, her father is a king, 
The king of Naples, and Jeruſalem ; 
And of ſuch great authority in France, 
As his alliance will confirm our peace, 
And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance, 

Glo, And ſo the earl of Armagnac may do, 
Becauſe he is near kinſman unto Charles. 

Exe. Beſide, his wealth doth warrant liberal dower ; 
While Reignier ſooner will receive, than give. 

Suf. A dower, my lords! diſgrace not ſo your king, 
That he ſhould be fo abject, baſe, and poor, 
To chuſe for wealth, and not for perfect love, | 
Henry is able to enrich his queen, 
And not to ſeek a queen to make him rich: 
So worthleſs peaſants bargain for their wives, 
As market- men for oxen, ſheep, or horſe, 
But marriage is a matter of more worth, 
Than to be dealt in by attorneyſhip; 
Not whom we will, but whom h grace affects, 
Muſt be companion of his nuptial bed: 
And therefore, lords, ſince he affects her moſt, 
It moſt of all theſe reaſons bindeth us, | 
In our opinions ſhe ſhould be preferr'd. 
For what is wedlock forced, but a hell, 
An age of diſcord and continual ſtrife? 
Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliſs, 
And is a pattern of celeſtial peace. 
Whom ſhould we matei with Henry, being a king, 
But Margaret, that is daughter'to a king ? 
Her peer leſs feature, joined with her birth, 
Approves her fit for none, but for a king: 
Her valiant courage, and eee ſpirit 


(More 
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(More than in woman commonly 3s ſeen), will 

Anſwer our hope in iſſue of a king; 8 

For Henry, ſon unto a conqueror, 

Is likely to beget more conquerors, 

If with a lady of ſo high reſolve, 

As is fair Margaret, he be link'd in love. 

Then yield, my lords ; and here conclude with me, 

That Margaret ſhall be queen, and none but ſhe. 
K. Henry, Whether it be through force of your report, 

My noble lord of Suffolk; or for that 

My tender youth was never yet attaint 

With any paſſion of inflaming love, 

I cannot tell; but this 1 am aſſur'd, | 

I feel ſuch ſharp diſſention in my breaſt, 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear, 

As I am ſick with working of my thoughts. | 

Take, therefore, ſhipping ; poſt, my lord, to France; 

Agree to any covenants; and procure 

That lady Margaret do vouchſafe to come 

To croſs the ſeas to England, and be crown'd 

King Henry's faithful and anointed queen : 

For your expences and ſufficient charge, 

Among the people gather up a tenth, 

Be gone, I ſay; for, till you do return, 

I reſt perplexed with a thouſand cares. 

And you, good uncle, baniſh all offence : 

If you do cenſure me by what you were, 

Not what you are, I know it will excuſe . 

This ſudden execution of my will. - 

And ſo conduct me, where from company, 

I may revolve and ruminate my grief, LZ. 
Glo. A. grief, I fear me, both at firſt and laſt. 

[ Excunt GLOSTER, and EXETER, 

Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail'd : and thus he goes, 

As did the youthful Paris once to Greece; 

With hope to find the like event in love, 

But proſper better than the Trojan did, 

Margaret ſhall now be queen, and rule the king ; 

But I will rule both her, the king, and realm. [ Exit. 
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Dromatis ; Berlonae. 5 


King Henry the Sirth. 
Humphrey, Duke of GIgfer, Unele to the King, 
Cardinal Beaufort, Biſhop of Wincheſter. 
Duke of 774, pretending tothe * 

Duke of Buckinghass, 

Duke of Somer/et, i= the King's Party. 


Duke of Suffolk, 


Earl of Saliſbury, : DS 
Earl of — of the Vork F aQtion, | 


Lord Cford, of the King's Party. 
Lord Say. 
Lord "<8 Governor of the Tower. 
Sir Humphrey Stafford. * 
"Young Staford, his Brother. 
Alexander Iden, a Kentiſh Gentleman. 
Young Cliqord, Son to Lord Clifford. 
yo ann} : ns, oy Sons to the Duke of York. 
ichard Plantagenet 
Faux, a Sea Captain, and Walter Whitemore, Pirates, 
A Herald. Hume and Soutbævel, two Prieſts, 
Bolingoroke, an Aſtrologer. 
A Spirit, attending on Fordan the Witch. hy 
Thomas Horner, an Armourer. Peter, his Man. 
Clerk of Chatham, Mayor of Saint Alban's. 
Simpcox, an Impoſtor. 
Fack Cade, Bevis, Michael, John Holland, Dich, the But- 
cher, Smith — . ear and ſeveral others, Rebels, 


WOMEN. 


Morgaret, Queen to King Henry VI. 
33 Eleanor, Wife to the Duke of Gloſter. 


Mother Fordan, a Witch. 


Wife to Simpcox. 


Petitioners, Aldermen, a Beadle, Sheriff, and Officers, Ci- 


tizens, with an Dn Meſſengers and other 
Attendants. 


The SCENE is laid very afretedlg in ſeveral Parts of 
England, _ 


7 Ni 1 


ACT 7. SCENF . = 


; vir 


The Pale 2 of Trumpets : then Halo, Enter 
King Hexry, Dale HuUmPHREy, . SALISBURY, Wak- 
WICK, and BEAUFORT, on. the one Side; the Queen, 
Surrbrx, York, SOMERSET N Bucxix chan, on 
be have 6 


| Sufpolh. 
S by your high imperial majeſty 
A I had in charge at my depart: for Frauce, 
6 procurator to your excellence, | 
o marry princeſs Margaret for your grace; 4 
So, in the famous ancient city, Tours— 
In preſence of the kings of France and Sicil, 
The dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretaigne, Alencon, 
Seven earls, twelve barons, twenty reverend biſnops 
T have perform'd my taſk, and was: eſpous'd:: 
And humbly now upon my bended knee, 
J In ſight of England and her lordly peers, 
| Deliver up by my title in the queen | 
To your moſt gracious hand, that are the ſubſtance 
Of that great ſhadow I did repreſent ;. _ 
The happieſt gift that ever marqueſs gave, 
The faireſt queen that ever king receiv d. 
EK. Henry. Suffolk, ariſe. Welcome, queen Margaret: 3 
F can expreſs no kinder ſign of love, | 1 
Than this kind kiſs.—Q Lord, that lends me life, 3 
Lend me a heart replete with thankulfneſs ! 
For thou haſt given me, in this beauteous face, 
H. 2 | A world. 


C Jae, y * 
8 . . 
12 


$8 SECOND PART OP 4 J. 


A world of earthly bleſſings to my. ſou], 
If ſympathy of love unite our thoughts. | 
Q. Mar. Great king of England, and my gracious 
lord; 
The mutual conference that my mind hath had 
By day, by night; waking, and in my dreams; 
In courtly company, or at my beads— 5 
With you mine alder. liefeſt ſovereign, 
Makes me the bolder to ſalute my king 
With ruder terms; ſuch as my wit affords, 
And over- joy of heart doth miniſter, = 
K. Henry. Her ſight did raviſh ; but her grace i in 
. 
Her words y- clad with wiſdom 8 majeſty... 
Makes me, from wondering, fall to weeping joys 3 
Such is the fulnefs of my heart's content. — 
Lords, with one cheerful yoice welcome my love. 
All. Long live queen Margaret, England's happineſs ! 
©. Mar, We thank you all. IHuuriſs. 
SAF. My lord protector, ſo it pleaſe your grace, 
Here are the articles of contracted peace, 
Between our ſovereign and the French king Charles, 
For eighteen months concluded by conſent. | 
| 5 reads | im Yong. I is — between the French bing 
| fader for Henry 1 of 1 _ ſaid +” 2 Ball 
eſpouſe the lady Margaret, daughter to Reignier king of Naples, 
Sicilia, and Ferufalem; and crown ber queen of Ts 
ere the thirtieth of May next enſuing. 
Item, That the dutebies of Axjou and of Maine, 8 be re- 
leaſed and deliverad to the king ber fa—_ | 
K. Henry. Uncle, how now? 
Glo. Pardon me, gracious lord- 
Some ſudden qualm hath ſtruck me to the heart, 
And dimm'd mine eyes, that I can read no further. 
K. Henry. Uncle of Wincheſter, 1 pray, read on. 
Win, tem, It ts Further agreed between them—that the 


dutchies oh Anj jou. and Maine fe. be releaſed and delivered is 
the 
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the king her father ; and foe ſent ober e the Ling of England's 
oꝛon proper coft and charges; without having any dowry. 7 
X. Henry. They pleale U Wen Lord — 
| kneel down; 
We here create thee the firſt duke of Sultlk | 
And gird thee-with the ſword.— : 
Couſin of York, we here diſcharge your grace 
From being regent in the parts of France, 
Till term of eighteen months be full expir'd, — 
Nn uncle eee Gloſter, York, and Bucking- 
ham, 8 
Somerſet, Saliſbury, and Warwick 3 
We thank you all for this great favour done; 
In entertainment to my princely queen, 
Come, let us in: and with all ſpeed e 
To ſee her dercn Uh perform' d. 
5 | Exeunt King, 2 * SUFFOLK. 
Glo. Beds — England, pillars of the ſtate, 
Fo you duke Humphrey muſt unload his grief, 
Your griei, the common grief of all the land. 
What! did my brother Henry ſpend his youth, 
His valour, coin, and people, in the wars? 
Did he ſo often lodge in open field. A e oe ws; 
In winter's cold, and ſummer's W be, 
To conquer France, his true inheritance?? 
And did my brother Bedford toil his wits, 
To keep by policy what Henry got? ö 
Have you yourſelves, Somerſet, Buckingham, 
Brave York, and Saliſbury; victorious Warwick,. 
Receiv'd deep fears in France and Normandy? * 
Or hath mine uncle Beaufort, and myſelf, 
With all the learned council of the realm, 
Study'd ſo long, ſat in the council-houſe, 
Early and late, debating to and fro Bp 
How France and Frenchmen might be kept i inawe? 
Or hath his highneſs in his infancy | 
Been crown'd in Paris, in deſpight of foes; 
And ſhall theſe labours, and rheſe honours, die? 
Shall Henry's conqueſt, Bedford's vigilance, 
FH 3 | Your 
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Your deeds of war, and all our counſel, die? 
O peers of England, ſhameful is this league! 
Fatal this marrirge ! cancelling your fame; 
Blotting your names from books of memory; 
Razing the characters of your renown; 
Reverſing monuments of conquer'd France; 
Undoing al}, as all had never been | 

Car. Nephew, what means this paſſionate diſcourſe ? 
This peroration with fuch circumftance ? | 
For France, tis ours; and we will keep it till. 

Glo. Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if we can; 
But now it is impoſlible we'ſhould': - | 
Suffolk, the new-made duke that rules the roaſt, 
Hath given the dutchies of Anjou and Maine 


Into the poor king Reighier, whofe large ſtyle 


Agrees not with the leanneſs of his purſe. 
Sal. Now, by the death of him who dy'd for all, 
Theſe counties were the keys of Normandy ;— 
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant ſon | ? 
War. For grief that they are paſt recovery; pi 
For, were there hope to conquer them again, 
My ſword ſhould ſhed hot blood, mine eyes no tears. 
Anjou and Maine! myſelf did win them both: 
'Thoſe provinces thefe arms of mine did conquer: 
And are the cities, that 1 got with wounds, 
Deliver'd up again with on wor ds? 
Mort Dieu! | 
York. For Suffolk's amp * by e 
That dims the honour of this warlike iſle! | 
France ſhould have torn and rent my very heart, 
Before I would have yielded to this league. 
I never read but England's kings have had 
Large ſums of gold, and dowries, with their —_— 
F our king Henry gives away his -.] n, 
To match with her that brings no uke 
Glo, A proper jcſt, and never heard before, 
Thar Suffolk ſhould demand a whole fifteenth, 


For coſts and charges in tranſporting her | 
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She ſhould have ſtaid in eee and hirv's i in pe | 
Before 
Car. My lord of Gloſter, now ye: grow 206 46 
It was the pleaſure of my lord the king. 
Glo. My lord of Wincheſter, I know your mind; : 
tis not my ſpeeches that you do miſlike, 
But tis my preſence that doth trouble you. 
Rancour will out: Proud prelate, in thy face 
I ſee thy fury: if I longer ſtay, y, 
We ſhall begin our ancient. bickerings.— 
Farewel, my lords; and fay, when I am gone, e 
I propheſy'd—France will be loſt ere long. [ Exit, 
Car. So, there goes our protector in a rage. | 
*Fis known to you, he is mine enemy: 
Nay, more, an enemy unto you all; | 
And no great friend, I fear me, to the king. 
Conſider, lords—he is the next of blood, 
And heir apparent ts the Enghſh crown; - + 
Had Henry got an empire by his marriage, 
And all the wealthy kingdoms of the weſt, 
There's reaſon he ſhould be diſpleag'd at it. 
Look to it, lords; let not his ſmoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts: be wiſe, and circumſpect. 
What though the common people favour him, 
Calling him — Humphrey, the good duke of Glo ofter ; 
Clapping their hands, and- erying with loud voice 
JIgſi maintain your royal excellence | 
With—God preſerve the good duke Humphreyt 
I fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloſe, 
He will be found a dangerous protector. 
Buck. Why ſhould he then protect our ſo verein 
He being of age to govern of himſelf, ?— 
Couſin of Somerſet, join you with me, 
And all together—with the. duke of Suffolk 
We'll quickly hoiſe duke Humphrey from his feat. 
Car. This weighty buſineſs will not brook delay; 


I'll to the duke of Suffolk preſently. | Lean. 
Som. Couſin of Buckingham, though Humphrey's 
—_— 
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And greatneſs o hy phæut be grief to us, 

Vet let us watch / the Haughty e ee 

His inſolenes is mere intelerable 8 

Than all the princes in the land beſide; $: 

If Gloſter be/difplac'd; he'll be protector. 
Buck,” Thou, or T'Somerſet, will be protector, 

Deſpight duke nnn ar the cardinal. | 

bn [Exeunt Buck. and Son. 

Sal. Pride went Before, e follows him. 


While theſe do labour for their own preferment, 


Behoves it us to labour for the realm. 
I never ſaw but Humphrey duke of Gloſter 
Did bear him Kke a noble gentleman. | 
Ofc have I ſeen the haughty cardinal— 
More like a ſoldier, than a man o' the church, 
As ſtout and proud, as he were lord of all 
Swear like a ruffian, and demean himſelf 
Unlike the ruler of acommion-weal.— 
Warwick my fon, the comfort of my age! 
Thy deeds, thy plainnefs, and thy houſe-keeping, 
Hath won the greateſt favour of the commons, 
Excepting none but good duke Humphrey.— 
And, brother York, thy acts in Ireland, | 
In bringing them to civil difcipline; 
Thy late exploits: done in thy heart of France, 
When thou wert regent for our ſovereign, 
Have made thee fear'd, and Honour'd, of the people 
Join we together, for the public good; 
In what we can, to bridle and ſuppreſs 
The pride of Suffolk, and the cardinal, 
With Somerſet's and Buckingham's ambition; 
And, as we may, cheriſh duke Humphrey's deeds, 
While they do tend the profit of the land. | 
War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the land, 
And common profit of his country ! i 
York. And fo fays mm for he hath greateſt cauſe. 
TR, [ Afede. 
Sal. Then let's make hate, and look unto the main, 
t Wer. 
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War. Unto the main! Oh' father, Maine is Toft: 
That Maine, which by main force Warwick did win. 
And would have kept, ſo long as breath did laſt : 

Main chance, father, you meant; but I meant Maine: 
Which I will win from n or elſe be ſlain. a 
[Exit WAR. and SAL. - 

York. Pi ries had Maine are given to the French; 

Paris is loſt ; the ſtate of Normandy 

Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone. 

Suffolk concluded on the articles ;: 

The peers agreed; and Henry was well plens'd;.. 

To change two dukedoms for a duke's fair daughter, 

I cannot blame them all; What is't ta them: 

"Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 

Pirates may make cheap pennyworth of their pillage, 

And purehaſe friends; and give to courtezans, 

Still revelling, like lords, till all be gone: 

While as the ſilly owner of the goods 

Weeps over them, and wrings his hapleſs hands, 

And ſhakes-his head, and trembling ſtands aloof, 

While all is ſhar'd, and all is borne away; 

Ready to ſtarve, and dares not touch his own; 

So York muſt fit, and fret, and bite his tongue, | - 
| While his own lands are bargain'd for, and ſold. bt 
Methinks, the realms of England, France, and ireland, : 
Bear that proportion to my fleſh and blood, 

As did the fatal brand Althea burnt _ 

Unto the prince's heart of Calydon. 

Anjou and Maine, both given unto. the French! 

Cold news for me; for | had hope of France, 

Even as I have of fertile England's ſoil. 

A day will come, when York ſhall claim his own; 
And therefore 1 will take the Nevils' parts, 15 ! 
And make a ſhew of love to proud duke Humphrey, 4 
And, when I ſpy advantage, claim the crown, 
For that's the golden mark I ſeek to hit: 
Nor ſhall proud Lancaſter ufurp my right, 

Nor bold the ſceptre in his childiſh fiſt, 

Nor wear the diadem upon his head, 
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Whoſe church. like humour fte net for a crown, 
Then, Vork, be ſtill awhile; till time do ſerve: 


Watch thou, and wake, when eee 


To pry into the ſecrets of the ſtatm 

Till Henry ſurfeiting in joys of love; * 

With bis new bride, and England's Serge queen, 

And Humphrey with the peers be fall'n at jars : 

Then will I raiſe aloft the milk-white'rofe, | 

With whoſe ſweet ſmell the air ſhalt/be perſum d; 

And in my ſtandard bear the arms of Vork, 

To grapple with the houſe of Lancaſter; 

And, force per force, I' make him yield the crown, 

Whoſe bookilh: rule back in fair * Evglund down. 
: & mes 
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The Duke of Terk s Houſe, \ Ho Duke Homrnner, 
2 bis. Wi ife ELEANOR. | | 


Elean. Why droops my lord, like over-ripen'd corn, 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load? * 
Why doth the great duke Humphrey knit his . 

As frowning at the favours of the world? 
Why are thine eyes fix'd on the ſullen earth, 
Gazing on that which ſeems to dim thy fight? 
What ſee'ſt thou there? king Henry's diadem, 


Inchas'd with all the honours of the world? 


If fo, gaze on, and grovel on thy face, 

Until thy head be circled with the ſame. | 
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold. 
What, is't too ſhort ? I'll lengthen it with mine: 
And, having both together heav'd it up, | : 
We'll both together lift our heads to heaven; 


And never more abaſe our ſight ſo low 


As to vouchſafe one glance unto the ground. 
Slo. O Nell, feet Nell, if chou doſt love thy * be 
| an: 


AA 7. SING RESIN” 


Baniſh the canker of ambitious thoughts: 100 : 
And may that thought, when L isngine ill? 
Againſt my king and nephew, — e 
Be my laſt breathing in this mortal word) 
My troublous dream this night doth make me fad. 
Elean. What dream'd my 0d n me, and I 1 re- 
quite it 
With ſweet rehearſal of my morning's dream. | 
Glo. Methought, this ſtaff, mine office-badge in b el 
Was broke in twain; by whom, I have forgot, | 
But, as I think, L wks Second; 51 
And on the pieces of the broken wand 
Were plac'd the heads of Edmund duke of PO 
And William de la Poole, firſt duke of Suffolk. 
This was my dream; what it doth bode, God knows. 
Elean. Tut, this was nothing but an argument, 
That he, that breaks a ſtick of Gloſter's grove, 
shall loſe his head for his preſumption. 
But liſt to me, my Humphrey, my ſweet duke: 2 
Methought, I ſatin ſeat of majeſty, - * © 
In the cathedral church of M eſtminſter; | 
And in that chair where kings and queens are crown'd; 
Where Henry, and dame Margaret, kneel'd to me, 
And on my head did ſet the diadem. 
Glo. Nay, Eleanor, then muſt I chide outright: - 
Preſumptuous dame, ill-nurcur'd Eleanor ! 
Art thou not ſecond woman in the realm; 
And the protector's wife, belov'd of him ? 
Haſt thou not worldly pleaſare at command, 
Above the reach or compals of thy thought ? 
And wilt thou ill be hammering treachery, 
To tumble down thy huſband, and thyſelf, - 
From top of hanour to diigrace's feet? 
Away from me, and let me hear no more. | 
 Elean. What, what, my lord! are you fo choleric 
With Eleanor, for telling but her dream? 


Next time, I'll keep my dreams unto myſelf, 
And not be check d. 


Cle. Nay, be not angry, I aw bh d again, 


Enter 
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f My we —.—— — pieaſure, 
You do prepare to ride unto Saint Alban's, 
Whereas the king and queen do mean to hawk. 

Glo. I go—Come, Nell, thou wilt ride with us. 
3 Yes, my good lord, I'll follow preſently, 
Rene Grosrr ER. 

Follow T muſt, I cannot go before. 
While Gloſter bears this baſe and humble mind. 
Were I a man,.a duke, and next of blood, 
I would remove theſe tedious e 
And ſmooth my way upon their headleſs necks : 
And, being a woman, I will not be lack 2 ern 
To play my part in fortune's pageant. | 
Where are you there? Sir John! nay, fear not man, 
We are alone; here's none but thee, and 1. 
4 Enter Howe. 
Hume. Jeſu preſerve your royal majeſty ! 
Elean, My majeſty l why, man, I am but grace. 
Hume, But, by the grace of God, and Hume's advice, 
Your grace's title thall be multiply d. e 
Elean. What ſay'ſt tbou, man ? haſt thou as yet con- 
e 
With Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch ; 
And Roger Bolingbroke, the conjurer? 
And will they undertake to do me good? 
Hume. This they have Wi * your high- 
neſs ,, 
A ſpirit rais'd from depth of anda ground, 
That ſhall make anſwer to ſuch queſtions, 
As by your grace ſhall be propounded him. 
Elean. It is enough; I'll chink upon the queſtions ; : 
When from St Alban's we do make return, 
We'll ſee thoſe things effected to the full. 
Here, Hume, take this reward; make merry, man, 
| agg thy confederates in this weighty cauſe. 
| [Exit ELA Nox. 


3 Hume a make merry with me dutcheſs? 


4 gold; Cs 1 50 
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Marry, and ſhall. But, how now, Sir John Hume? 
Seal up your hips; and give no words but—mum! 

The buſineſs aſketh filent ſecrecy. | 

Dame Eleatior g gives gold, to bring the witch: 

Gold cannot come amiſs, were ſhe a devil. 

Yet have 1 gold, flies from another coaſt © 

I dare not ſay, ftom the rich cardinal, 

And from the great and newimade Kare of Suffolk 3 :; 

Yet I do find/it ſo: for, to be plain, N 
They, knowing dame Eleanor e afpiridg kbrtidiie, 

Have hired me'to'undefmine the dutcheſs, 
And buz theſe conjurations in her brain. 

They ſay, A crafty knave does need no broker; 

Yet am I Suffolk's and the cardinal's broker. 

Hume, if you take not heed, you ſhall go near 

To call them both—a pair of crafty knaves. 

Well, fo it ſtands : And thus, I fear, at laſt, 

Hume's knavery will be the dutcheſs* wreck ; 

And her attainture will be Humphrey's fall: ; 

Sort how it will, I ſhall have gold for all. [Zeit. 


y 1 
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SCENE II. 


ti Apartment in the Palace. Enter three or four Peti- 
tieners, PETER the Armourer's Man, being one. 


1 Pet. My maſters, let's ſtand cloſe ; my lord protector 
will come this way by and by, and then we may deliver 
our ſupplications in the quill. 

2 Pet. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he's a good 
man! Jeſu bleſs him! | 

Euler SUFFOLK, and Queen. ; 

1 Pet. Here a comes, methinks, and the queen with 
him: I'll be the firſt, ſure. 

2 Pet. Come back, fool; this is the duke of Suffolk, 
and not my lord protector, 5 

Sf. How now, fellow ? would'ſt any thing with me? 

I Pet. I pray, my lord, pardon me! I took ye for my 
lord proteRor. 

Yor. V. L ©. Mar. 
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Mar. For my lord protector! are your ſupplica- 
tions to his lordſhip? Let me ſee them: What is thine ? 
1 Pet. Mine is, an't_pleaſe your grace, againſt John 
Goodman, my lord cardinaPs man, for keeping = houſe, 
and lands, and wife and all, from me. | 


. Thy wife too? that is fome wrong, indeed. 


What's your's; what's here? read.. Againſt the duke of 
Sufolk, for encle/; ing the commons of Mel ford.— How, now, 
fir knave ? 

2 Pet. Alas, fir, Tam ut a poor petitioner of our whole 
townſhip. 

Peter. Againſt. my maſter, Thomas Horner, for ſay- 
ing, That the duke of Vork was rightful heir to >the | 
crown. 

©, Mar. What at fay'f thou ? Did the duke of York ſay, 
he was rightful heir to the crown? 

Peter. That my miſtreſs was? No, forſooth : my maſ- 
ter ſaid, That he was; and that the king was an uſurper. 

Suf. Who is there ?—Take this fellow in, and ſend for 
his maſter with a purſuivant preſently:— we'll Hear more 
of Jour matter before the king. 

[Exit PETER, 8 

0. Mar. *nd as for you, that love to be protected 
Under the wings of our protector's grace, 
og your: ſuits anew, and {ue to him. 

5 [Tears the Petitions, 
Away, baſe e Suffolk, let them go. | 

All. Come, let's be gene. | [ Exeunt Pelitioners, 

©. Mar. My lord of Suffolk, ſay, is this the guiſe, 
Is this the faſhion in the court of England ? 
Is this the government of Britain's iſle, 

And this the royalty of Albion's king ? 

What ſhall king Henry be a pupil till, 
Under the ſurly Gloſter's governance? 

Am la queen in title and in ſtyle, 

And muſt be n ade a ſubject to a duke? 

I tell thee, Poole, when in the city Fours 
Thou ran'ſt a tilt in honour of my love, 
And ſtol'ſt away the ladies' hearts of France; 
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thought, king Henry had reſembled thee, 
In courage, courtihip, and proportion: 
But all his mind is bent to holineſs, 
To number Ave-Aaries on his beads : 
His champions are—the prophets, and . 5 
His weapons, holy faws of ſacred writ ; 
His ſtudy is his tilt-yard, and his loves 
Are brazen images of canoniz'd ſaints, 
I would, the college of the cardinals 
Would chooſe him pope, and carry him to Rome, 
And ſet the triple crown upon his head 
That were a ſtate fit for his holineſs. 
Suf. Madam, be patient: as I was cauſe 
Your highneſs came to England; ſo will I 
In England work your gce's full content. 
©. Aar. Beſide the haught protector, have we Beau- 
5 fort, 
The imperious churchman; Somerſet, Buckingham, 
And grumbling Vork: and not the leaſt of theſe, 
But can do more in England than the king. 
S. And he of theſe, that can do moſt of all, 
Cannot do more in England than the Nevils : 
Saliſbury, and Warwick, are no {imple peers. 
©. Mar. Not all theſe lords do vex me half ſo much, | 
As that proud dame, the lord protector's wife. 
she ſweeps it through the court with troops of ladies, 
More like an empreſs than duke Humphrey s wite; 
Strangers in court do take her for the queen: 
She bears a duke's revenues on her back, 
And in her heart ſhe ſcorns our poverty: 
Shall I not live to be aveng'd on her? 
Contemptuous baſe-born callat as ſhe is, 
She vaunted mongſt her minions t'other day, 
The very train of. her worit wearing gown 
Was better worth than all my father's lands, 
Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daughter, 
Suff. Madam, myſelf have lim'd a buſh for her; 
And plac'd a quire of ſuch enticing birds, 
That ſhe will light to liſten to their lays, 
12 And 


100 1 SECOND PART er Ag ]. 


And never mount to trouble you again. 

So, let her reſt : And, madam, liſt to me; 

For lam bold to counſel you in this. 

Although we fancy not the cardinal, 

Vet muſt we join with him, and with the lords, 
Till we have brought duke Humphrey in diſgrace. 
As for the duke of York—this late complaint 

Wil make but little for his benefit: | 
So, one by one, we'll weed them all at laſt, ; 
And you yourſelf ſhall ſteer the happy helm. 


To them enter King Hexry, Duke Humenrey, Cardinal 
BrAurOK rr, BUCKINGHAM, YO&K, SALISBURY, WAR- 
WICK, and the Dutcheſt of GLOSTER. 


K. Henry. For my part, noble lords, I care not which; 
Or Somerſet, or York, all's one to me. 
er. If York have ill demean'd himſelf in France, 
Then let him be deny'd the regentſhip. 
Som. If Somerſet be unworthy of the place, 
Let York be regent, I will yield to him. 
Mor. Whether your grace be worthy, yea, or no, 
Diſpute nor that; Vork is the worthier. 5 

Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters ſpeak. 

War. The cardinal's not my better in the field. 

Buck. All in this preſence are thy betters, Warwick. 

Wer. Warwick may live to be the beſt of all. 

Sal. Peace, fon ; and ſhew ſome reaſon, Buckingham, 
Why Somerſet ſhould be preferr'd in this. 

©. Mar. Becauſe the king, forſooth, will have it ſo. 

Glo. Madam, the king is old enough himſelf 
To give his cenſure: theſe are no women's matters. 

©. Mar. If he be old enough, what needs your grace 
To be protector of his excellence? 

Glo. Madam, I am protector of the realm; 
And, at bis pleaſure, will reſign my place. 

Syf. Reſign it then, and leave thine inſolence. 
Since thou wert king (as who is king, but thou?) 
The common- wealth hath daily run to wreck: 
The dauphin hath prevail'd beyond the ſeas ; 


And 
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And all the Peers and nobles.of the realm 
Have been as bondmen to thy ſovereignty. 

Car. The commons haſt thou rack's ; the clergy” s bags 
Are lank and lean withi thy extertiens -* i. 
Som. Thy ſumptuous buildings, and thy wife's ate, 

Have coſt a maſs of publie treafur. 

Buck. Thy cruelty in execution, i-th 
Upon offenders, hath exceeded Jawy-: - - N 1kFY 
And left thee to the mercy of the law. 

Q. Mar. Thy ſale of offices, and towns in Prance— — 
If they were known, as the ſuſpect is great — | f 
Would make thee quick ly hop without thy head. 

[ Exit GLOSTER. The Dueen drops ber Fans t 
Give me my fan: What, minion! can you not? 1 

[ Gives the Dutcheſs @ Box on the ear+ 
I cry you mercy, madam z Was it err 

Elean. Was't I? yea, Hit was, proud eee 
Could I come near your beauty with my nails, 
I'd ſet my ten commandments in your face. 

K. Henry. Sweet aunt, be quiet; twas againſt her will, 

Elean. Againſt her will. Good king, look to in time; 
She'll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a chaby : 
Though in this place moſt. maſter wears no breeches, 

She ſhall not ſtrike dame Eleanor a N 
: s $5915! 510 Axis. ELREANORN. 

Buck. Lond Healing: 1 will follow Eleanor, 
And liſten after Humphrey, how he proceeds: 
She's tickled now: her fame can need no pus, 
* N faſt ene to her deſtructioa n. 

nn ir — FRENDA | 
| 3 Dnke Huurnxsr. 

G. Now, lords, my choler beingiover-blown * » 
With walking once about the quadrangle, Es: 
come to talk of common-wealth 5 mm: bob 
As for your ſpiteful falſe, objections, - 100 3 
Prove them, and I lie open to the law s 
” God in mercy deal ſo with my ſouls + 

[ in duty love my king and country l. 
But, to the matter that we have in hand: —. 
13 
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I fay, my ſovereign, Vork is meeteſt man 
To be your regent in the realm of France. 
Suf. Before we make election, give me leave 
To ſhew ſome feaſon, of no little ſoree, 
That York is moſt unmeèt of any man. 
York. I'll tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmeet. 
Firſt, for I cannot flatter thee in pride: 
Next, if I be appointed for the place, 
My lord of Somerſet will keep me here, 
Without diſcharge, money, or furniture, 
„Till France be won into the dauphin's hands: 
Laſt time, I danc'd attendance on his will, 
Fill Paris was beſieg'd famiſh'd, and loſt. 
War. That can I witneſs; and a fouler fact 2 
Did never traitor in the land commit. | 
| Si. Peace, head-ſtrong Warwick 
Maur. Image of pride, why ſhould I hold my peace? 2 


Enter HORNER Zhe . aud bis Man PETER, guarded. 


Suff. Becauſe here is a man accus'd of treaſon : 
Pray God, the duke of York excuſe himſelf 
York, Doth any one accuſe, York for a traitor | ? 
K. Henry. What mean'it thou, Suffolk? tell me: 
What are theſe ? 
Sufe. Pleale it your majeſty, this is the man. 
That doth accuſe his maiter of high treaſon : Xe 
His words were theſe ;—-that Richard, duke of Vork, 
Was rightful heir unto the Engliſh crown; 
And that your majcſty was an uſurper. 

K. Henry. Say, man, were theſe thy words? 

Arm. An't ſhall pleaſe your majeſty, J never ſaid nor 
thought any ſuch matter; God i is 5. ene, I am falſe- 
ly accus'd by the villain. - | 

Pacr. By theſe ten "bones; # my lords (holding up bis: 
Hands], he did ſpeak them to me in the garret one night, 
as we were ſcouring my lord of York's armour. 

Pork. Eaſe dunghil villain, and mechanical, 
_ Pit have thy head for this thy traitor's ſpeech ;— 
1e beſcech dn al majeſly, | 


\ 
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Let him have all the rigour of the law. 

Arm. Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I ſpake the 
words. My accufer is my prentice; and when 1 did cor- 
"Ted him for his fault the other day, he did vow. upon his 
knees he would be even with me: I have good witneſs 
of this; therefore, I beſeech your majeſty, do not ny 
away an honeſt man for a villain's accuſation. 

X. Henry. Uncle, what ſhall we ſay to this in law? 
Glo. This doom, my lord, if I may judge. 

Let Somerſet be regent o'er the French, 34 
Becauſe in York this breeds ſuſpicion * - : 
And let theſe have a day appointed them 

For ſingle combat, in convenient place; 

For he hath witnefs of his ſer vant's malice : 

This is the law, and this duke Humphrey's doom. 
| K. Henry. Then be it ſo. My lord of Somerſet, 
We make your grace lord regent o'er the French. 

Som. I humbly thank your royal majeſty. - 
Arm. And 1 accept the combat willingly. 

Peter. Alas, my lord, I cannot fight; for God's ſake, 
pity my caſe ! the ſpite of a man prevaileth againſt me. 
O Lord, have mercy upon me ! I ſhall never be Able to 
fight a blow: O Lord, my heart — 

Glo. Sirrah, or you mutt fight, or elſe be hung'd. 

K Henry. Away with them to priſon : and the day 
Of combat ſhall be the laſt of the next eee 
Come, Somerſet, we'll fee thee on ge” 

Flat. Mn 
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SCENE IV. 


Dule IIe MehR TY Garden. Enter Wother JovrDaAin, 
Hume, S0UTHWEL and 'BOLINGBROKE, 


"fins. Come, my maſters; J the dutcheſs, I tell you, 
expects performance of your promiſcs. 

Boling. Maſter Hume, we are therefore provided: 
Will her ladyſhip behold and hear our exorciſms? _ 
| Hume: 


( P ee rer el * 9 w * 
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"ON Ay; What elſe ? fear you not her courage. 

Boling. I have heard her reported to be a woman of 
an invincible ſpirit : But it ſhall be convenient, maſter 
Hume, that you be by her aloft, while we. be buſy be- 
low. and ſo, I pray, you, ge in God's name, and leave 
us. [Exit Hume.) Mother Jourdain, be you proſtrate, 
and grovel on the earth win, an read you; 


i and let us to our work | 7 


| Enter ELEANOR, © ADP 

. Well ſaid, my maſters ; and welcome, all, 
To this geer; the ſooner the beten 

Boling. Patience, good lady; wizards know their times: 
Deep night, dark night, the ſizent of the night, 
The time of night when Troy was ſet on fire; 
The time when ſcreech- owIs cry, and ban-dogs how], 
When ſpirits walk, and ghoſts break up their graves, 


That time beſt fits the work we have in hand. 


Madam, ſit you, and fear not; whom we raife, 
We will make faſt within a hallow'd verge. 


Here e they Perform i the Cerentonier, and mak: = Circle ;\ A 
BoLINGBROKE, or SoUTUWEL reads , Conjuro t t 75 > 
1t thunders and lightens 1 ter rridly ; 5 2 "they the Spirit: ri iſet 


Spirit. Adſum. 1 . 
M. Fourd., Aſmath, 1% drivetwr clin; 1 

By the eternal God, whoſe name and power 

Thou trembleſt at, anſwer that 1 ſhall alk ; 

For, till thou ſpeak, thou Jhalt, not paſs from hence. 
Spirit. Aſk what thou wilt: That I had ſaid aud done, 
Boling. Firſt, of the king. What ſball of bim become ? 

4 [Reading out of a Paper, 
Spirit. The duke yet lives, that Henry ſhall depoſe ; 
But him out- live, and die a violent death. 
[ As the Spirit ſpeaks, they write the Anſwer. 
Boling. What fates await the duke of Suffolk ? 
Spirit. By Water ſhall he die, and take his end. 
Boling. What foall bæfall the duke of Som? ___ 4 
Spirit. Let him ſhun caſtles; _ 
Safer ſhall he be upon the ſaudy plains, 


J 
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Than where caſtles mounted ſtand. 
Have done, for more I hardly can endure. 
Boli, g. Deſcend to darkneſs, and the Ry lake: 
Falſe fiend, avoid! 
[ Thunder aud Lightning. Spirit a de rſeende, 


Euter the duke of York, and the Duks of BUCKINGHAM, 
with their Guard, aud break in. 


York. Lay hands upon theſe traitors, and their traſn.— 
Beldame, I think, we watch'd you at an inch.— 
What, madam, are you there the king and common- 

weal _ 

Are deep indebted for this piece of pains; 
My lord protector will, I doubt it not, 
Sce you well guerdon'd for theſe good deſerts. 

Elean. Not half ſo bad as thine to England's king, 
Injurious duke; that threat'ſt where is no cauſe, | 

Huck, Tm madam, none at all. What call you this ? 

[Shewwing her the Papers. 
Away with them ; let them be clapp'd up cloſe, 
And kept aſunder: — You, madam, ſhall with us ;— 
Stafford, take her to thee, 
We'll fee your trinkets here forth-coming Ml; 
Away | Exeunt Guards with Jo ua. SOUTH. Ws. 
York. Lord Buckingham, methinks, you watch'd her 
well : 

A prettty plot, well chofe to build upon! 
Now, pray, my lord, let's ſee tha devil's writ. 
What have we here? | [Readre 
The duke yet lives, that Henry ſpall depoſe ; | 
But him out-live, and die a violent death. 
Why, this is juſt, Aio te, eacida, Romanos vincere offs 
Well, to the reſt : 
Tell me what fate awaits the duke 6 Suffolk ? 
By Water ſball he die, and take bis end. 
"What foall betide the duke of Somerſet ? 
Let him ſhun caſtles ; 
Safer fhall he be on the ſandy plains, 
Than «where caſtles mounted fland. 


Come, 
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Come, come, my lord: 
Theſe oracles are hardily attain'd, 
And hardly underſtoood. | 
The king is now in progreſs towards Saint Alban's ; 
With him, the huſband of this lovely lady: 
Thither go theſe news, as faſt as horſe can carry them; 
A ſorry breakfaſt for my lord protector. | 

Buck. Your grace ſhall give me leave, my Iord of York, 
To be the poſt, in hope of his reward. ; 

York. At your aer my good lord. 
Who's within there, ho! 

Enter a Serving-Man. 

Invite my lords af Saliſbury, and Warwick, ; 
To ſup with me to-morrow night —Awayl Excunt. 


— 
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At St. Alban' s. Enter King Hewry, Dueen, G1. 05S 1 ER, 
Gardinal, and SUFFOLK, with 8 ballywing. 


Queen Margaret, 


Bereve me, lords, for flying at the brook; 

I ſaw no better ſport theſe ſeven years day: 

Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high ; 

And, ten to one, old'Joan had not gone out. 
7 Henry. But what a point, my lord, your falcon 

made, 

And what a pitch ſhe flew above the reſt !|— 

To ſee how God in all his creatures works! 

Yea, man and hirds, are fain of climbing high, 
Syf. No marvel, an it like your majeſty, 

My lord protector's hawks do tower ſc well; 

They know, their maſter loves to be aloft, 

And bears his thoughts above his falcon's pirch. 
Glo. My lord, *tis but a baſe ignoble. mind 

That mounts no higher than a bird can ſoar. 


Car. 
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Car. 1 thought as much ; he'd be above the clouds. 


Glo. Ay, my lord cardinal ; How think you by that? 


Were it not good, your grace could fly to heaven ? 
X. Henry. The treaſury of everlaſting joy 


Car. Thy heaven is on earth; thine eyes and thoughts | 


Beat on a crown, the treaſure of thy heart ; 
Pernicious protector, dangerous peer, 
That ſmooth'ſt it ſo with king and common-weal ! 
Glo. What, cardinal, is your r grown ſo pore 
emptory? 


Tantene animis cæleſtibus ire ? | | > a 


Churchmen ſo hot ? good uncle, hide ſuch ee + : 
With ſuch holineſs can you do it? | 
Suf. No malice, Sir; no more than well becomes 

So good a quarrel, 20d © bad a peer. 
Glo. As who, my lord? 
Suff. Why, as, yourſelf, my lord; 

An't like your lor dly lord-proteRorſhip. 

Glo. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine inſolence. 

© Mar. And thy ambition, Gloſter. 

K. Henry, I pry'thee, peace, good queen; 
And whet not on theſe too too furious peers, 
For bleſſed are the peace- makers on earth. 

Car. Let me be bleſſed for the peace I make, 
Agaiuſt this proud protector, with my ſword ! 

Glo. Faith, holy uncle, would 'twere come to} 

that, | 

Car. Marry when thou Jarſt. 

Glo. Make up no factious numbers for the | 
| matter, > Aſides 
In thine own perſon anſwer thy abuſe. | 

Car. Ay, where thou dar'ſt not peep : an if 

thou dar'ſt, 

This evening, on the eaſt {ide of the grove. | ; 

XK. Henry. How now, my lords? | 

Car. Believe me, couſin Gloſter, 

Had not your man put up the fowl ſo ſuddenly, 

We'd had more ſport.— Come with thy two-hand 

ſword. [A/fide to GLOSTER, 
OT Fon: Fb. 
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Glo. True, uncle. | 
Are you advis'd ?—the eaſt fide of the grove? ? # 
Cardinal I am with you. Ade. 

X. Henry. Why, how now, unele Gloſter ? 
le. Talking of hawking; nothing elſe, my lord, — 
Now, by IB mother, prieſt, VII ſhave your crown for 

tNis, 

Or all my fence ſhall fal. ag [Afide. | 
Car. [Aſide.] Medice teipſum ; 3 
Protector, ſee to't well, protect yourſelf. 

X. Henry. The winds grow high: ſo do your ſto- 

machs, lords. 

How irkſome is this muſic to my heart! 
When ſuch ſtrings jar, what hopes of harmony ? 
1 pray, my lords, let me compound this ſtrife. 
| Enter one, crying, A Miracle! 

Glo. What means this noiſe ? 
Tellow, what miracle doſt thou proclaim ? 

One. A miracle! a miracle 

Syf. Come to the king, and tell him what miracle. 

One. Forſooth, a blind man at faint Alban's ſhrine, 
Within this half hour, hath receiv'd his ſight ! : 
A man, that ne'er ſaw in his life before. 

K. Henry. Now, God be prais'd! that to * 

ſouls . 

Gives light in darkneſs, comfort i in deſpair! 3 


Enter the Mayor of Sai Alban's, ul de 8 bear- 
ing Siuecox between tuo in a Chair, Siu rcox's Wife 
following. 


Car. Here comes the ten on proceſſion, 
To preſent your highneſs with the man. 
K. Henry. Great is his comfort in this earthly vale, 
Though by his fight his fin be multiply'd. 
Glo. Stand by, my maſters, bring him near the king, 
His highneſs' pleaſure is to talk with him. 
EK. Henry. Good fellow, tell us here the circumſtance, . 
That we for thee may glorify the Lord. . 
What, haſt thou been long blind, and now reſtor'd? 
N — ARE Simp. 
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Simb. Born blind, an't pleaſe your grace. 
Wife. Ay, indeed, was he. 
Sf. What woman is this? 
Wife. His wife, an't like your worſhip. | 
Glo. Had'ſt thou been his mother, thou could'ſt have 
better told. 
KX. Henry. Where wert thou born? 
Simp. At Berwick in the north, an't like your grace. 
K. Henry. Poor ſou]! God's goodneſs hath been great 
to thee: 
Let never day nor night alien? d pals, 
But ſtill remember what the Lord hath done. 
Rucen, Tell me, good fellow, cam'ſt thou here Sd 
| chance, 
Or of devotion, to his holy ſhrine ? 
Simp. God knows, of pure devotion ; bcing call'd 
A hundred times, and oftner, in my fleep 
By good faint Alban: who ſaid—Saunder, come, 
Come, offer at my farine, and 1 will help thee, 
Wife. Moſt true, forſooth ; and many a time and oft 
Myſelf have heard a voice to call him ſo, 
Car. What, art thou lame? 
Simp. Ay, God Almighty OY me ! 
Suf. How cam'ſt thou ſo? 
Simp. A fall off of a tree, 
Wife. A plum-tree, maſter, 
Glo. How long haſt thou been blind [ 
Simp. O, born ſo, maſter. 
Glo. What, and would'ſt climb a tree 3 ? 
Simp. But that in all my life, when 1 was a youth. 
Wife. Too true; and bought his climbing very dear. 
Glo. Maſs, thou lov'dit plums well, that would'ſt ven- 
ture ſo. 
Simp. Alas, good n my wife defir'd ſome dam- 
ſons, | 
And made me climb, with init of my life, 
Glo. A ſubtle knave ! but yet it ſhall not ſerve. 
Let me ſee thine eyes; wink now; —now open them t— 
In my opinion, yet thou ſee'ſt not well. 
Vor. V. K Sies. 
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Simp. Yes, maſter, clear as day; ; 1 thank God, and 
5 ſaint Alban, 
Glo. Say'ſt thou me ſo? What r is this clock of ? 
Simp, Red, maſter ; red as blood. 
Glo. Why, that's well ſaid : what colour is my gown 
of ? | 
Simp. Black, forſooth : coal-black, as jet. | 
X. Henry. Why, then, thou know'ſt what colour j jet 
_ YE. 
SF. And yet, I think, j jet did he never ſee; - 
Gle. But cloaks, and gowns, before this day, a many. 
Wife. Never, before this day, in all his life. EN 
Glo. Tell me, firrah, what's my name! - 
Simp. Alas, maſter I know not. 
Gle. What's his name? 
Simp, I know not. 
Glo. Nor his? 
Simp. No, indeed, maſter. 
Glo, What's thine own name? $ 
Simp. Saunder Simpcox, an if it pleaſe you, alta; 
Glo. Then Saunder, fit there, the lyingeſt knave 
In Chriſtendom, If thou hadſt been born blind, 
Thou might'ſt as well have known all our names, as thus 
To name the ſeveral colours we do wear. 
Sight may diſtinguiſh colours; but ſuddenly 
To nominate them all, it is impoſſible.— 
My lord, ſaint Alban here hath done a miracle; 
Would you not think that cunning to be great, 
That could reſtore this cripple to his legs again? 
Sinp- O, maſter, that you could! 
Glo. My maſters of ſaint Alban's, 
. Have you not beadles in your town, and ings 
Call'd whips ? | 
_ Mayor. Yes, my lord, if it pleaſe your grace. | 
Glo. Then ſend for one preſently. 
Mayor. Sirrah, go fetch the ns hither firaight, 
Exit Meſenger. 
Cle. Now | fetch ; me a ſtool hither by and by. Now, 


= 
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ſtrrah, if you mean to ſave yourſelf from whipping, leap 
me over this ſtool, and run away. 
Simp. Alas, maſter, I am not able to ſtand alone; 
You go about to torture me in vain, 
Enter a Beadle, with Whips. 


Gle. Well, Sir, we muſt have you find your legs. 
Sirrah beadle, whip him till he leap over that ſame 


ftool. 
Bead. will, my lord. — Come on, ſirrah; off with your 
doublet quickly. 

Simp. Alas, maſter, what ſhall I do? lam not able to 
ſtand. 


[ After the Beadle bath bit Zim once, be Lie over the 


Stool, and runs ee; 3 and the People follow and 
ery, A Miracle ! 


X. Henry. O God, ſeeſt thou this, and bear'ſt ſo long ? ? 
ueen. It made me laugh, to ſee the villain run. 
Glo. Follow the knave; and take this drab away. 
- Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. _ 
Glo. Let them be whipt through every market- town 
Until they come to Berwick, whence they came. 
{ Dxit Beadle, with the Women, c. 
Car. Duke Humphrey has done a miracle to-day. 
Syuf. True; made the lame to leap, and fly away. 
Glo. But you have. done more miracles than; 
You made, in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly. 
Enter BUCKINGHAM, 
XxX Henry. What tidings WE. our couſin Bucking- 
ham ? | 
Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to unfold. 
A ſort of naughty perſons, lewdly bent— | 
Under the countenance and confederacy 
Of lady Eleanor, the protector's wife, 
The ring-leader and head of all this rout - 
Have pradtis'd dangerouſly againſt your ſtate, 
Dealing with witches, and with conjurers ; 
Whom we have apprehended in the fact; 
Railing up wicked you from under ground, 
K 2 Demanding 
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Demanding of king Henry's life and death, 
And other of your highneſs' privy council, 
As more at large your grace ſhall underſtand. 
Car. And ſo, my lord protector, by this means 
Your lady is forth-coming yet at London. 


his news, I think, hath turn'd your weapon's edge; 


*Tis like, my lord, 7 will not keep your hour. 
[ Afide to GLos TER. 
Glo. Ambitious churchman, leave to afflict my heart ! 
Sorrow and grief have vanquiſh'd all my powers; 
And, vanquiſh'd as F am, I yield to thee, | 
Or to the meaneſt groom. | 
K. Henry. O God, what wichen, work the wicked 
ones; 
Heaping confuſion on their own heads thereby! 
'Oxeen. Gloſter, ſee here the tainture of thy neſt; 
And, look, thyſelf be faultleſs, thou wert beſt. 
Gle. Madam, for myſelf, to heaven 1 do 7 
How F have lov'd my king, and common-weal : 
And, for my wife, I know not how it ſtands; 
Sorry I am to hear what I have heard; 
Noble ſhe is; but, if ſhe have forgot 
Honour and virtue, and convers'd with ſuch 
As, like to pitch, defile nobility, 
L baniſh her my bed and company; 
And give her, as a prey, to law and ſhame, 
That hath diſhonour'd Gloſter's honeſt name. | 
XK. Henry. Well, for this night, we wall ook us 
here: 
To-morrow, toward London, back again, 
To look into this buſineſs thoroughly, 
And call theſe foul offenders to their anſwers; 
And poiſe the cauſe in juſtice' equal ſcales, 
Whoſe beam ſtands ſure, whoſe rightful cauſe prevails, 
 [Flouriſh. Exeunts 
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8 CENE II 


The Duke of Yo Arn Gun Enter York, SALISBURY, 
and WARWICK. 


York. New, my good lords of Saliſbury and wore. 
Our ſimple ſupper ended, give nie leave, 

In this cloſe walk, to ſatisfy myſelf, 
In craving your opinion of my title, | 
Which is infallible, to England's crown. 

Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at full. 

War. Sweet York, begin : and if thy claim be * good, 
The Nevils are thy ſubjects to command. 

York. Then thus: 
Edward the Third, my lords, had ſeven ſons: 
The firſt, Edward the Black Prince, prince of Wales; 
The ſecond, William of Hatfield; and the third, 
Lionel, duke of Clarence ; next ro whom 
Was John of Gaunt, the duke of Lancaſter : 
The fiſth, was Edmund Langley, duke of York; 
The ſixth, was Thomas of Woodſtock, duke of Gloſter ; 2 
William of Windſor was the ſeventh, and laſt. 
Edward, the Black Prince, dy'd before his father; 
And left behind him Richard, his only ſon, | 
Who, after Edward the Third's death, reign'd king; 
Till Henry Bolingbroke, duke of Lancaſter, 5 
The eldeſt ſon and heir of John of Gaunt, 
Crown'd by the name of Henry the fourth, 
gelz' d on the realm; depos'd the rightful king; 
Sent his poor queen to France, from whence ſhe came, 
And him to Pomfret; where, as both you know, 
Harmleſs Richard was murder'd traiterouſly. 

War. Father, the duke hath.told the truth; 
Thus got the houſe of Lancaſter the crown. , 

York. Which now they hold by force, and not by right ; 
For Richard, the firſt ſon's heir, being dead, 

The iſſue of the next ſon ſhould have reign'd. 


Sal, But William of Hatfield dy'd without an heir. 
| K - York. 


— 
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York. The third ſon, duke of Clarence, (from whoſe: 
„ 
claim the crown) had iſſue——Philippe, a daughter, 
Who married Edmund Mortimer, ear] of March. 
Edmund had iſſue—Roger, earl of March: 
Roger had iſſue—Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor. 
Sal. This Edmund, in the reign of Bolingbroke, 
As I have read, laid claim unto the crown; 
And, but for Owen Glendower, had been King, 
Who kept him in captivity, ill he dy'd. | 
But, to the reſt. 
York. His eldeſt filter, Anne, 
My mother, being heir unto the crown, 
Married Richard, carl of Cambridge ; who was fon 
To Edmund Langley Edward the third's fifth ſon. 
By her I claim the kingdom: ſhe then was heir 
To Roger, earl of March; who was the ſon 
Of Edmund Mortimer; who married Philippe, 
Sole daughter unto Lionel, duke of Clarence : 
So, if the iſſue of the elder ſon. 
Succeed before the younger, I am king. 
Mar. What plain proceeding is more plain than this? 
Henry doth claim the crown from John of Gaunt, 
The fourth ſon; Vork claimeth it from the third. 
Till Lionel's ĩſſue fails, his ſhould not reign: 
It fails not yet; but flouriſhes in thee, 
And in thy ſons, fair {lips of ſuch a ſtock, — 
Then, father Saliſbury, kneel we both together; 
And, in this private plot, be we the firft, 
That ſhall ſalute our rightful ſovereign 
With honour of his birth-right to the crown. 
Hoth. Long live our Wy Richard, Foglang's 
king | 
Dori. We thank you, Tfords. But am not your king 
Fill be crown'd ; and that my ſword be ſtain'd 
With heart-blood of the houſe of Lancaſter ; 
And that's not ſuddenly to be perform'd; _ 
But with advice, and filent ſecrecy, N 
Do you, as I do, in theſe dangerous days, | 
: | Wink 
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Wink at the duke of Suffolk's inſolence, 
At Beaufort's pride, at Somerſet's ambition,. 

At Buckingham, and all the crew of them, 
Till they have ſnar'd the ſhepherd of the flock, 
That virtuous prince, the good duke Humphrey: 
"Tis that they ſeek; and they, in ſeeking that, 
Shall find their death, if York can propheſy. 

Sal. My lord, break we off; we know 222 mind at 

full. 

War. My heart aſſures me, - that the earl of Warwick. 
Shall one day make the duke of York a king. | 
York. And, Nevil, this | do aſſure myſelf — 

Richard ſhall live to make the earl of Warwick 
The greateſt man in England, but the king. [ Zxeunt. 


_— _ 


SCENE III. 


4 Hall of Tuftice. Sound Trumpets. Enter King Haxxy,, 
Queen Manxcakzx, GLOSTER, YORK, SUFFOLK, and 
SALISBURY ; the Ducheſs, Mother JOURDAIN, SOUTH= | 
WII, HUME, and BOLINGBROKE, ander Guard. 


K. Henry. Stand forth, dame Eleanor Cobham, Gloſ- | 
ter's wife: 
In fight. of God, and us, your guilt is great; 
Receive the ſentence of the law, for fins 
Such as by God's book are adjudg'd to death,— 
You four, from hence to priſon back again: 
[T\ o the other pri 82 

From thence, unto the place of execution: n 
The witch in Smithfield ſhall be burnt to aſhes, 
And you three ſhall be ſtrangled on the gallows. 
You, madam, for you are more nobly born, 
Deſpoiled of your honour in your life, | 
Shall, after three days open penance done, 
Live in your country here, in baniſhment, 
With. Sir John Stanley, in the Iſle of Man. 

Elean, Welcome is baniſhment, welcome were my 


death. | 
IT &/s, 
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Glo. Eleanor, the law, thou ſeeſt, hath judged thee; 
cannot juftify whom the law condemns.— 
[ Excunt ELEAN0R, and the others, guarded. 
Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief. 
Ah, Humphrey, this diſhonour in thine age 
Will bring thy head with forrow to the ground !— 
I beſeech your majeſty, give me leave to go; 
Sorrow would ſolace, and mine age would eaſe. 
X. ay Stay, Humphrey duke of Gloſter : ere thou 


Give up hy „Haff Henry will to himſelf 

Protector be; and God ſhall be my hope, 

My ſtay, my guide, and lantern to my feet: 

And go in peace, Humphrey; no leſs belov'd, 

Than when thou wert protector to thy king. 
Mar. I ſee no reaſon, why a king of years 

Should be protected like a child 

God and king Henry govern England's realm: 

Givè up your ſtaff, Sir, and the king his realm. 

Glo. My ſtaff?— here, noble Henry, i is my ſtaff: 

As willingly do I the fame reſignn, 
As e'er thy father Henry made it mine; 
And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it, 
As others would ambitiouſly receive it. 
Farewel, good king: When I ani dead and gone, 
May n N attend thy throne! 
[Exit GLOSTER. 
©. Mar. Why, now is Henry king, and Margaret 
= queen; 

And Humphrey, duke of Gloſter, farce himfelf, 
That bears ſo ſhrewd a maim ; two pulls at once— 
His lady baniſh'd, and a limb lopp'd off. 

This Ake of honour raught—There let it FR 
Where | it "fits to to be, i in Henry s hand. 


Sul. 55 Krogps, this lofty pine, and kidigh his ſprays; 
Thus leanor's pride dies in her youngeſt days. 


York. Lords, let him go.— Pleaſe it your majeſty, 
This is the day appointed for the combat; 
And ready are the appellant and defendant, 
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The armourer and his man, to enter the liſts, 
So pleaſe your highneſs to behold the fight. 
© Mar. Ay, good my lord; for purpoſely therefor 
Left I the court, to ſee this quarrel tiy'd. 
K. Henry. O' God's name, fee the liſts and all things 
fit; 
Here let chem end it, and God defend the right . 
York, I never ſaw a fellow worſe beſted, 
Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant, 
The ſervant of this armourer, my lords. 


Enter Fi one Door the 3 and his Neighbours, drink- 
ing to him ſo much that be is drunk ; and he enters with 

with 4 Drum before bim, _ his Staff with a Sand- 
Bag faſtened to it: and at the other Door enters his Man 
with 4 Drum and CR. and Prentices drinking to 
him. 


1 Weigb. Here, 8 Horner, I drink to you in a 
cup of ſack; And fear not, neighbour, = ſhall do well 
enough, 

2 Neigh. And here, neighbour, here's a cup of 1 
3 Neigh, And here's a pot of good double beer, neighs 
bour : drink, and fear not your man. 

Arm. Let it come, i'faith, and I'll | pledge you all; And 
a fig for Peter ! 

1 Pren. Here, Peter, I drink to thee; and be not afraid. 

2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy cas $ 
| fight for credit of the prentices. 

Peter. | thank you all: drink, and pray for me, I pray 
you ; for, I think, I have taken my laſt dranght in this 
world.—Here, Robin, an if l die, I give thee my apron; 
—and Will, theu ſhalt have my hammer ;—and heres 
Tom, take all the money that 1 have,—O Lord, bleſs me 
I pray God! for I ans never able to deal with my maſter, 
he hath learnt ſo much fence already. 

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows.— 
Sirrah, what's thy name? 

Peter. Peter, forſooth. 


Ele. 
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Sal. Peter! what more? . 

Peter. Thump. 

Sal. Thump! then ſee thou thump thy maſter well. 

Arm, Maſters, I am come hither, as it were, upon my 
man's inſtigation, to prove kim a knave, and myſelf an 
honeſt man: and touching the duke of Vork—1 will 
take my death, I never meant him any ill, nor the king 
nor the queen: And therefore, Peter, have at thee with 
a downright blow, as Bevis of Southampton fell upon 
Aſcapart. 
_ York. Diſpatch :—this knave's tongue begins to double. 

ound trumpets, alarum to the combatants, , 

[They fight, and PETER frrites | him down, 
Arm. Hold, mn, hold! I confeſs, I confeſs treaſon. 
Dies. 

| York. Take away his weapon :—Fellow, thank God, 
and the good wine in thy maſter's Way 

Piter. O God! have I overcome mine enemy in this 

prefence | | 


O Peter, thou haſt prevailed j in right! 


X. Henry. Go, take hence that traitor from our fight ; 
For, by his death, we do perceive his guilt ? 


And God, in juſtice, hath reveal'd to us _ 5 


The truth and innocence of this poor fellow, 
Which he had thought to have murder“ d wrongfully,— 


| Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. | [Excunt. 
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SCENE Ii. 


The Street. Enter Dale Homenzery, and his Men, in 
Mourning Cloaks. 
Olo. Thus, ſometimes, hath the brighteſt day a cloud; 


And, after ſummer, evermore ſucceeds 


Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold: 
So cares and joys abound, as ſeaſons fleet.— 
Sirs, what's o'clock ? 

Serv. Ten, my lord. 
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. Glo. Ten is the hour that was appointed u me, 
To watch the coming of my puniſh d dutcheſs ; 
Uneath may ſhe endure the flinty ſtreets, 

To tread them with her tender- feeling feet. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook 

The abject people, gazing on thy face, 

With envious looks ſtill laughing at thy ſhame; 
That erſt did ſollow thy proud chariot wheels, 
When thou didſt ride in triumph through the ſtreets, 
But, ſoft! I think, the comes; and Il] prepare 
My tear-ſtain'd eyes to ſee her miſeries. 


Enter the Dutcheſs in a white Sheet, ber Feet bare, and a 


Taper burning in her Hand, with Sir Joux STANLEY, @ 
Sheriff, and Officers, 


Serv. So pleaſe your grace, we'll take her from the 
Sheriff, 
Glo, No, ſtir not for your Bika: I her paſs by. 
Elean. Come you, my lord, to 15 my open ſhame? 
Now thou doſt penance too, Look, how they gaze ! 
See, how the giddy multitude do point, | 
And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thee ! 
Ah, Gloſter, hide thee from their hateful looks, 
And, in thy cloſet pent up, rue my ſhame, 
And ban thine enemies, both mine and thine, 
Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell; forget this grief. 
Elean. Ah, Gloſter, teach we to forget myſelf ; 
For, whilſt I think I am thy marry'd wife, 
And thou a prince, protector of this land, 
Methinks, I ſhould not thus be led along, 
Mail'd up in ſhame, with papers on my back; 
And follow'd with a rabble, that rejoice | 
To ſce my tears, and hear my deep-felt groans, 
The ruthleſs flint doth cut my tender feet: 
And, wben ! ſtart, the envious people laugh, tl 1D 
And bid me be adviſed how I tread, - * 1997 
Ah, Humphrey, wn. I bear this ſhameful yoke ? ei 231620 
Trow'ſt thou, that e'er I'll look upon the worldz' 
Or count them happy, — enjoy the ſun? * 
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No; dark ſhall be my night, and right my day ; 
To think upon my pomp, ſhall be my hell. 
Sometime I'll ſay, I am-duke Humphrey's wife ; 
And he a prince, and ruler of the land; 

Yet ſo he rul'd, and ſuch a prince he was, 

That he ſtood by, whil'ſt I, his forlorn dutcheſs, 
Was made a wonder, and a pointing-ſtock, 

To every idle raſca] follower. 

But be thou mild, and bluſh not at my ſhame ; 
Nor ſtir at nothing, till the axe of death 

Hang over thee, as, ſure, it ſhortly will. 

For Suffolk — he that can do all in all 

With her, that hateth thee, and hates us . 


And Vork, and impious Beaufort, that falſe prieſt, 


Have all lim'd buſhes to betray thy wings, 

And, fly thou how thou canſt, they'll tangle thee : 
But fear not thou, until thy foot be ſnar'd, 

Nor never ſeek prevention of thy foes, 

Cle. Ah, Nell, forbear; thou aimeſt all awry ; 

1 muſt offend, before I be attainted: 

And had l twenty times ſo many foes, 


Aa il 


And each of them had twenty times their power, 


All theſe could not procure me any ſcathe, 

So long as I am loyal, true, and crimeleſs. 
 Would'ſt have me reſcue thee from this reproach ! ? 
Why, yet thy ſcandal were not wip'd away, 

But I in danger for the breach of law, 

Thy greateſt help is quiet, gentle Nell ; 

I pray thee, fort thy heart to patience ; 


Theſe few days wonder will be quickly worh, 
Enter 4 Herald, 


Her. 1 ſummon your grace to his majeſty's parliament, 


holden at Bury the firſt of his next month. 


Glo. And my conſent ne' er aſł d herein before; 


This is cloſe dealing. — Well, I will be there. 


8 [ Fxit Herald, 


My Nell, I take my leave and, maſter ſheriff, 
Let not her penance exceed the king's commiſſion. 


Sher. 
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Sler. An't pleaſe your grace, here ny commiſſion 
ſtays : 
And Sir John Stanley is appointed now 
To take her with him to the Ile of Man. 
Glo. Muſt you, Sir John, prote& my lady here ? 
Stan. So am] given in charge, may't pleaſe your grace, 
Glo. Entreat her not the worſe, in that I pray 
You uſe her well: the world may laugh again; 
And I may live to do you kindeſs, if 
You do it her. And fo, Sir John, farewel, 
Elean. What gone, my lord; and bid me not farewel! 
Glo. Witneſs my tears, cannot ſtay to ſpeak. 


| Exit GLOSTER. 
Elean. Art thou gone too? All comfort go with thee! 


For none abides with me: my joy is—dcath ; 
Death, at whoſe name I oft have been afear'd, 
Becauſe J wiſh'd this world's eternity. 
Stanley, I pr'ythee, go, and take me hence; 
I care not whither, for I beg no favour, 
Only convey me where thou art commanded. 

Star. Why, madam, that is to the Iſle of Man; 
There to be us'd according to your ſtate. 

Elean. That's bad enough, for I am but revroach : : 
And ſhall 1 then be us'd reproachfully ? 

Stan. Like to a dutcheſs, and duke Humphrey's lady, 

According to that ſtate you ſhall be us'd. | 

Elean. Sheriff, farewel, and better than I fare; 
Although thou haſt been conduct of my ſhame. 

Sher. It is my office; and, madam, pardon me. 

Elean. Ay, ay, farewel; thy office is diſcharg'd.— 
Come, Stanley, ſhall we go? 

Stan. Madam, your penance done, throw off this ſheet; 
And go we to attire you for our journey, . 

Elean. My ſhame will not be fhifted with my theet : * 
No, it will hang upon my richeſt robes, 
And ſhew itſelf, attire me how I can. 


Go, lead the way; I long to ſee my priſon. [ Exeunt 
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ACT III. SCENE 1. 


The Abbey at Bury. Enter King HENRx, Queen, Cardi- 
nal, SUFFOLK, YORK, and BUCKINGHAM, Oc. to the 


Parliament. 
King Henry, 


I MUSE, my lord of Gloſter is not come: 
"Tis not his wont to be the hindmoſt man, 
Whate'er occaſion keeps him from us now. 

©. Mar. Can you not ſee? or will you not obſerye 
The ſtrangeneſs of his alter d countenance ? 
With what a majeſty he bears himſelf; 
How inſolent of late he is become, 
How proud, how peremptory, and unlike himſelf; 
We know the time, ſince he was mild and aftable 
Ard, if we did but glance a far-off look, 
Immediately he was upon his knee, 
That all the court admir'd him for ſubmiſſion ; 
But meet him now, and, be it in the morn, 
When every one will give the time of day, 
He knits his brow, and ſhews an angry eye, 
And paſſeth by with iff unbowed knee, 
Diſdaining duty that to us belongs. 
Small curs are not regarded, when they grin; 
But great men tremble, when the lion roars; 
And Humphrey is no little man in England. 
Firſt, note, that he is near you in deſcent ; 
And, ſhould you fall, he is the next will mount. 
Me ſeemeth then, it is no policy 
Reſpecting what a rangorous mind he bears, 
And his advantage following your deceaſe 
That he fhould come about your royal perſon, 
Or he admitted to your highneſs' council. 
By flattery hath he won the commons“ hearts; 
And, when he pleaſe to make commotion, 
Tis to be fear'd, they all will follow him. 
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Now 'tis the ſpring, and weeds are ſhallow rooted ; 
Suffer them now, and they'll o'er-grow the garden, 
And choke the herbs for want of huſbandry. 
The reverent care, I bear unto my lord, 
Made me collect theſe dangers in the duke, 
If it be fond, call it a woman's fear ; 
_ Which fear if better reaſons can ſupplant, 
I will ſubſcribe, and ſay I wrong'd the duke. 
My lords of Suffolk—Buckingham—and York— 
Reprove my allegation, if you can 
Or elſe conclude my words effectual. 

Sf. Well hath your highneſs ſeen into this duke; 
And, had 1-firſt been put to ſpeak my mind, 
I thiak, I ſhould have told your grace's tale. 
The dutcheſs, by his ſubornation, 
Upon my life, began her devilith practices: 
Or, if he were not privy to thoſe faults, 
Yet, by reputing of his high deſcent 
(As next the king, he was ſuccelive heir), 
And ſuch high vaunts of his nobility, 
Did in'ligate the bedlam brain-fick dutcheſs, 
By wicked means to frame our ſovereign's fall. 
Smooth runs the water, where the brook is deepeſt 2 
And in his imple ſhew he harbours treaſon. 
The fox barks not, when he would Real the lamb, 
No, no, my ſovereign ; Gloſter is a man 
Unſounded yet, and full of deep deceit. 

Car. Did he not, contrary to form of law, 
Deviſe ſtrange deaths for ſmall offences done? 

701k, And did he not, in his protectorſhip, 
Levy great ſums of money through the realm, 
For ſoldiers' pay in France, and never ſent it? 
By means whereof, the towns each day revolted. 

Buck. Tut! theſe are petty faults to faults unknown, 
Which time will bring to _ in ſmooth duke Hum- 

phrey. 

K. Henry. My lords, at once; The care you have of us, 
To mow down thorns that would annoy our foot, 
ts hg praiſe ; But ſhall I ſpeak my conſcience ? * 

1. 2 Our 


a 
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Our kinſman Gloſter is as innocent 
From meaning treaſon to our royal perſon 
As is the fucking lamb, or harmleſs dove: 
The duke is virtuous, mild; and too well given, 
To dream on evil, or to work my downfall. 
Mar. Ah, what's more dangerous than this ſond 
afflanct! 
Seems he a dove ? his feathers are but borrow'd, 
For he's diſpoſed as the hateful raven. 
Is he a lamb ? his ſkin is ſurely lent him, 
For he's inclin'd as is the ravenous wolf. 
Who cannot fteal a ſhape, that means deceit ? 
Take heed, my lord; the welfare of us all 
Hangs o on the cutting ſort that fraudful man. 
Enter SOMERSET. 
Soz. All health unto my gracious ſovereign ! | 
K. Henry. Welcome, loi d neee What news $ from | 
France? 0 
Som. That all your intereſt in thoſe territories 
Is utterly bereft you; all is loſt. 
K. Henry. Cold news, lord Somerſet : But God's wilt 
be done! 
York. Cold news for me; for I had hope of France, 
As firmly as I hope for "ASP England. 
Thus are my bloſſoms blaſted in the bud, 
And caterpillars eat my leaves away : 
But I will remedy this gear ere long, 
Or ſell my title for a glorious grave. LA dr. 
Enter GLos TER. 5 
Slo. All happineſs unto my lord the king! 
Pardon, my liege, that 1 have ſtaid fo long. 
Suff. Nay, Gloſter, know, that thou art come too ſoon, 
Unleſs thou wert more loyal than thou art: 
I do arreſt thee of high treaſon here. 
Glo. Well Suffolk, yet thou ſhalt not ſee me bluſh, 
Nor change my countenance for this arreſt ;, 
A heart unſpotted is not eaſily daunted. - 
The pureſt ſpring is not fo free from mud, 
As I am clear from treaſon to my ſovereign: 


Who 


* 
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Who can accuſe me? wherein am I guilty ? 
York. Tis thought, my lord, that you took bribes of 
France, 
And, being protector, ſtay'd the ſoldiers pay; 
By means whereof his highneſs hath Joſt France. 
G.'o. Is it but thought ſo? What are they, that think 
8 
I never robb'd the ſoldiers of their pay, 
Nor ever had one penny bribe from France. 
So help me God, as I have watch'd the night 
Ay, night by night—in ſtudying good for England! 
That doit that &er l wreſted from the king, 
Or any groat | hoarded to my uſe, 
Be brought againſt me at my trial day! 
No; many a pound of mine own proper ſtore, 
' Becauſe I would not tax the needy commons, 
Have I diſburſed to the garriſons, 
And never aſk'd for reſtitution. 
Car. It ſerves you well, my lord, to ſay ſo much. 
Glo. I ſay no more than truth, ſo help me God! 
York. In your protectorſnip, you did deviſe - 
Strange tortures for offenders, never heard of, 
That England was defam'd by tyranny. 
Glo. Why, tis well known, Tn whiles 1 I was e 
tor; | 
Pity was all the fault that was in me; 
For | ſhould melt at an offender's tears, 
And lowly words were ranſom for their fault. 
Unleſs it were a bloody murderer, . | 
Or foul felonious thief, that fleec'd poor rolling 
I never gave them condign puniſhment : 
Murder, indeed, that bloody fin, | tortur'd 
Above the felon, or what treſpaſs elſe. 
Sf. My lord, theſe faults are eaſy; quickly anſwer'd : 
But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge, 
| Whereof you cannot eaſily purge yourſelf. 
I do arreſt you in his khighneſs' name; 
And here commit you to my lord cardinal 


To keep, until your further time of trial. 
LS: | K. Henry. 
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If thoſe, that care to keep your royal perſon OY 
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K. Henry. My lord of Gloſter, tis my ſpecial hope, 
That you will clear yourſelf from all ſuſpicion ; | 


My conſcience tells me you are innocent. 


Glo. Ah, gracious lord, theſe days are e ee 8 
Virtue is. chok'd with foul ambition, 
And charity chas'd hence by raneour's * 5 
Foul ſubornation is predominant, | 
And equity exil'd your highneſs* land. 
I know, their complot is to have my life; 


And, if my death might make this iſland happy, 


And prove the period of th-is tyranny, 

I would expend it with all willingneſs :: 

But mine is made the prologue to their play; 
For thouſands more, that yet ſuſpect no peril, 
Will not conclude their plotred tragedy. 


Beaufort's red ſparkling eyes blab his heart's. malice, 


And Suffolk's cloudy brow his ſtormy hate: 
Sharp Buckingham unburdens with his tongne 
The envious load that lies upon his heart; | 
And dogged York, that reaches at the moon, 
Whoſe over-weening arm I have pluck'd back, 
By falſe accuſe doth level at my liſe 
And you, my ſovereign lady, with the reſt, 
Cauſeleſs have laid diſgraces on my head; 
And, with your beſt endeavour, have ſtirr'd up 
My liefeſt liege to be mine enemy: 

Ay, all of you have laid your heads rogether, 
Myſelf had notice of your conventicles, 


And all to make away my guiltleſs life: 
F ſhall not want falſe witneſs to condemn me, 
Nor ſtore of treaſons to augment: my guilt ;- 


The ancient proverb will, be well affected 


A ſtaff is quickly found to beat a. dog. 
Car. My liege, his railling is intolerable + 


From treaſon's ſecret knife, and traitors' rage, 
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 

And the offender granted ſcope of ſpeech, 
TW make them cool i in * unto your os. 


80. 
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Se. Hath he not twit our ſovereign lady here, 
With ignominious words, though clerkly couch'd 
As if ſhe had fuborned ſome to fwear 
Falſe allegations to o'erthrow his ſtate ? 
O. Mar. But I can give the lofer leave to chide. 
Glo. Far truer ſpoke, than meant: I loſe, indeed 
Beſhrew the winners, for they play me falſe 
And well ſuch lofers may have leave to fpeak. 
Burk. He'll wreſt the ſenſe, and hold us here all day. 
Lord cardinal, he is your priſoner. 7 
Car. Sirs, take away the duke, and guard him ſure. 
Glo. Ah, thus king Henry throws away his crutch,, 
Before his legs be firm to bear his body : 
Thus is the ſhepherd beaten from thy fide, 
And wolves are gnarling who ſhall gnaw thee firſt. 
Ah, that my fear were falſe | ah, that it were! 
For, good king Henry, thy decay I fear. { Exit a : 
K. Henry, My lords, what to your wiſdom ſeemeth 
beſt, 
Do, or undo, as if ourfelf were 1 8 
Aar. What, wy 108 unn leave the parlis 
ment? 
K. Henry. Ay, Margaret; my heart is ee with 
oret. 
Whoſe flood begins to flow within mine eyes; 
My body raund engirt with miſery; 
For what's more miſerable than diſcontent ?— 
Ah, uncle Humphrey! in thy face I fee 
The map of honour, truth, and loyalty ; 
And yet,” good Humphrey „is the hour to come, 
That &er | prov'd thee falſe, or fear'd thy faith. 
What low'ring ſtar now envies thy eſtate, 
That theſe great lords, and Margaret our queen, 
Do ſeek ſubverſion of thy harmleſs life ? 
Thou never didſt them wrong, nor no man wrong e 
And, as the butcher takes away the calf, 2 
And binds the wretch, and beats it when it ſtrays, 
Bearing it to the bloody ſlaughter-houſe; 
Even ſo, remorſeleſs, have they borne him hence. _ 
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And as tha dam runs lowing up and down, ; 
Looking the way her harmleſs young one went, 
And can do nought but wail her darling's loſs ; 
Even ſo myſelf bewail good Gloſter's caſe, 

With ſad unhelpful tears; nd with dimm'd eyes 
Look after him, and and cannot do him good ; 

So mighty are his vowed enemies. 

His fortunes J will weep ; and, *twixt each groan, 


Say—IWbo's a traitor * Glo ofter he is none. [ Ext, 
©. Mar. Free lords, cold ſnow melts with the ſun” 3 
hot beams. 


Henry my lord is cold in great affairs, 

Too full of fooliſh pity : and Gloſter's ſhew 
Beguiles him, as the mournful crocodile 

With ſorrow "ſnares relenting paſſengers; 

Or as the ſnake, roll'd on a flowering bank, 
With ſhinning checker'd flough, doth ſting a child, 
That, for the beauty, thinks it excellent, 
Believe me, lords, were none more wiſe than 1 
(And yet, herein, I judge my own wit good) 
This Gloſter ſhould be quickly rid the world, 
To rid us from the fear we have ef him. 

Car. That he ſhould die, is worthy policy; 
But yet we want a colour for his death : | 
"Tis meet, he be condemn'd by courſe of law. 

Suf. But, in my mind, that were no policy ; 
The king will labour Kill to ſave his Iife ; 

The commons haply riſe to ſave his life; 
And yet we bave but trivial argument, 
More than miſtruſt, that ſhews him worthy death. 

York. So that by this you would not have him die. 

Suf. Ah, York, no man alive fo fain as 1. 

York. Tis York that hath more reaſon for his death, 
But, my lord cardinal, and you, my lord of Suffolk 
Say as you think, and ſpeak it from your ſouls— 

Wer't not all aloe, an empty cagle were ſet 
To guard the chicken from a hungry kite, 
As place duke Humphrey for the king's protector: ? 
©. Mar, So the * chicken ſhould be ſure of death. 
Sufs 
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' Suf. Madam, 'tis true: And wer't not h then, 
To make the fox ſurveyor of the fold? 
Who being accus'd a crafty murderer, 
His guilt ſhould be but idly poſted over, 
Becauſe his purpoſe is not executed. 
No; let him die, in that he is a fox, 
By nature prov'd an enemy to the flock, 
| Before his chaps be ſtafn'd with crimſon blood; 
As Humphrey prov'd by reaſons to my liege. 
And do not ſtand on quillets, how to ſlay him: 
Be it by gins, by ſnares, by ſubrilty, 
Sleeping, or waking, tis no matter how, 
So he be dead; for that is good deceit 
Which mates him firſt, that firſt intends deceit. 
O. Mar. Thrice-noble Suffolk, tis reſolutely ſpoks, 
Sie. Not reſolute, except ſa much were done; 
For things are often ſpoke, and ſeldom meant: 
But, that my heart accordeth with my tongue. 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 
And to preſerve my ſovereign from his foe— 
Say but the word, and 1 will be his prieſt, 
Car. But I would have him dead, my lord of Suffolk, 
Ere you can take due orders for a prieſt: 
Say, you conſent, and cenſure well the deed, ; 
And [I'll provide his executioner, 
1 tender ſo the ſafety of my liege. 
Suf. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy going. 
9. Mar. And ſo lay I. 5 
York., And I: and now we three have fpoke it, 
It ſkills not greatly who 1 impugns our doom. 
3 Enter a Poſt. 
Poſe. Great lords from Ireland am I come amain, 
To ſignify that rebels there are up, 
And put the Engliſhmen-unto the ſword : 
| Send ſuccours, lords, and ſtop the rage  bergne, 
Before the wound do grow incurable; 
For, being green, there is great hope of help. 
Car. A breach, that craves a quick expedient ſtop! | 
What counſel give you in this weighty cauſe? - 
| | York. 
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York, That Somerſet be ſent a regent thither: 


»Tis meet, that lucky ruler be employ'd ; 


Witneſs the fortune he hath had in France. 
Som. If York, with all his far-fet policy, 
Had been the regent there inſtead of me, 
He never would have ſtaid in France ſo long. 
York, No, not to loſe it all, as thou haſt done: 
I rather would have loſt my life berimes, 
Than bring a burden of diſhonour home, 
By ftaying-there ſo long, till all were loſt. 
Shew me one ſcar character'd on thy ſkin ; 
Men's fleſh preſerv'd ſo whole, do ſeldom win. 
Q. Mar. Nay then, this ſpark will prove a raging fire, 
If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with ;—— 
No more, good York ;—ſweet Somerſet, be ſtill;— 
Thy fortune, York, hadit thou been regent there, 
Might happily have prov'd far worſe than his. 
York. What, worſe than nought ? nay, then a ſhams 
take all! 
Som. And, in the number, thee, that wiſheſt ſhame t 
Cor. My lord of York, try what your fortune is. 
The uncivil kerns of Ireland are in arms, 
And temper clay with blood of Engliſhmen 7 
To Ireland will you lead a band of men, 
Collected choicely, from each county fome, 
And try your hap againſt the Iriſſimen? 
York. I will, my lord, fo pleaſe his majeſty. 
Syf. Why, our authority is his conſent ; 
And, what we do eſtabliſh, he confirms: _ .- 
Then, noble York, take thou this taſk in hand. 
York. I am content: Provide me ſoldiers, lords, 
Whiles I take order for mine own affairs. 
Suf. A charge, lord York, that I will fee perform'd. 


But now return we to the falſe duke Humphrey 


Car. No more of him; for I will deal with him, 
That, henceforth, he ſhall trouble us no more. 
And ſo break off; the day is almoſt ſpent:— 


Lord Suffolk, you and I mult talk of that event. 
| : : York. 


% 
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York. My lord of Suffolk, within fourteen * 
At Briſtol expect my ſoldiers; 
For there I'll ſhip them all for Ireland. 
Suf. I'll ſee it al done, my lord of Vork. 
Fxeunt all but Vokx. 
York. Now, York, or never, ſteel thy fearful thoughts, 
And change miſdoubt to reſolution ; 
Be that thou hop'ſt to be; or what thou art 
Reſign to death; it is not worth the enjoying: 
Let pale-fac'd fone keep with the mean-born man, 
And find no harbour in a royal heart. 
Faſter than ſpring-time —— comes thought on 
thought; | 
And not a thought, but thinks on Aer. 
My brain, more buſy than the labouring ſpider, 
Weaves tedious ſnares to trap mine enemies. 
Well, nobles, well; tis politicly done, 
To ſend me packing with an hoſt of men : 
fear me, you but warm the ſtarved ſnake, 
Who, cheriſh'd in your breaſts, will ſting your hearts, 
ene men I Jack'd, and you will give them me: 
I take it kindly; yet, be well aſſur d 
You put ſharp weapons in a mad-man's Eands, 
Whiles I in Ireland nouriſh a mighty band, 
Iwill {tir up in England ſome black ſtorm, 
Shall blow ten thouſand ſouls to heaven, or hell: 
And this fell tempeſt ſhall not ceaſe to rage 
Until the golden circuit on my head, 
Like to the glorious ſun's tranſparent beams, 
Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw. 
And, for a miniſter of my intent, 
I have ſeduc'd a head-ſtrong Kentiſhman, 
ohn Cade of Aſhford, 
on make commotion, as full well he can, 
Under the title of John Mortimer. 
In Ireland have I ſeen this ſtubborn Cade 
Oppoſe himſelf againſt a troop of kerns; 
And fought ſo long, till that his thighs with darts 


Vere almoſt like a ſharp-quill'd porcupine: 


And 
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And. in the end being reſeu'd, I have ſeen him 


Caper upright like to a wild Moriſco, 


Shaking the bloody darts, as he his bells. 
Full often, like a ſhag-hair'd craſty kern, 
Hath he converſed with the enemy; 
And undiſcover d come to me again, 


And given me notice of their villanies. 


This devil here ſhall be my ſubſtitute; | 
For that John Mortimer, which now is dead, N 


In face, in gait, in ſpeech he doth reſemble : \ 


By this I ſhall perceive the commons minds, 


How they affect the houſe and claim of York, 


Say, he be taken, rack'd, and tortured; 

I know, no pain, they can inflict upon him, 

Will make. him ſay—I mov'd him to thoſe arms. 

Say, that he thrive (as tis great like he will), 

Why, then from Ireland come I with my ſtrength, 

And reap the harveſt which that raſcal fow'd : 

For, Humphrey being dead, as he ſhall nes # 
And Henry put apart, the next for me. [Exit 


—— * — 


SCENE II. 


An Apa riment in the Palace. Enter t2ve or three, running 
over the Stage, from the Murder 5 Duke TIUMPHREY. | 


Firſt M. Run to my lord of Suffolk; let him know, 
We have diſpatch'd the duke, as he commanded. Oy 

Second M. O, that it were to do. What have we 

done? 
Didſt ever hear a man fo penitent ? 
Enter SUFFOLK; 

Firft M. Here comes my lord. 

Suf. Now, ſirs, have you diſpatch'd vis thing ? ? 

Firſt M. Ay, my good lord, he's dead. 

S Why, that's well ſaid, Go, get you to my 


Hobie | | 
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1 will reward you for this venturous deed. 
The king and all the peers are here at hand. 
Have you laid fair the bed; are all things welds 


According as I gave directions: 4 
Firft M. Ves, my good lord. | | 
Sf. Away, be gone [Exeunt Murderers, 


Enter King HRENRT, the Ducen, Cardinal, SOMERSET, with 
Attendants. 


K. Henry. Go, call our uncle to our preſence ſtraight; 
Say, we intend to try his grace to day, | 
If he be guilty, as tis publiſhed. 

Syuf. VII call him preſently, my noble lord. [¶ Exit. 

X. Henry. Lords, take your places; — And, I pray you 

a EE, 
Proceed =" ſtraiter *gainſt our uncle Gloſter, 
Than from true evidence of good eſteem, 
He be approv'd in practice culpable. | 

Q. Mar. God forbid, any malice ſhould prevail, 
That faultleſs may condemn a nobleman 
Pray God, he may acquit him of fuſpicion ! 

X. Henry. I thank thee ; Well, theſe words content me 

much. 
Re-enter SUFFOLK. 
How now ? why look'ſt thou pale ? why trembleſt thou? 
Where is our uncle? what is the matter, Suffolk ? 

Suf. Dead in his bed, my lord; Gloſter is dead. 

D. Mar. Marry, God forefend ! 

Car. God's ſecret judgment: I did dream to-night, 
The duke was dumb, and could not ſpeak a word. 

The King ſwwoons. 

9. Mar. How fares my lord ?—Help, lords! the king 

is dead. 

Som. Rear up his body; wring him by the noſe. 

2. Mar. Run, go, belp, help !—Oh, Henry, epe thine 
eyes! 

Suf. He doth revive again 2 8 be patient. 

K. Henry. O heavenly God! 

©. Mar. How fares my gracious lord! 

Vol. V. 1 | Sf 
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Su. Comfort, my ſovereign ! gracious Henry, comfort 
K. Henry. What, doth my lord of Suffolk comfort me ? | 
Came he right now to ſing a raven's note, 
Whoſe diſmal tune bereft. my rital powers; 
And thinks he, that the chirping of a wren, | 
By crying comfort from a hollow breaſt, - 
Can chaſe away the firſt-conceived found ? 
Hide not thy poiſon with ſuch ſugar'd words, 9 
Lay not thy hands on me; forbear, I ſa ; 
Their touch affrights me, as a ſerpent's ſting. 1 0 0 Gia 
Thou baleful meſſenger, out of my ght en o 0 
Upon thy cye-balls murderous tyra 
Sits, in grim majeſty, to fright the world. 
Look not upon me, for thine eyes are 8 
Vet do not go away; — Come, baſiliſk, 
And kill the innocent gazer with thy ſight : . 
For in the ſhade of death I ſhall find j Joy 3 
In life, but double death, now Gloſter's dead. 
Q. Mar. Why do you rate my lord of Suffolk thus? 
Although tbe duke was enemy to him, | 
Yet he moſt chriſtian-like, laments his death: 
And for myſelf—foe as he was to me, 
Might liquid, tears, or heart-offending groans, 
Or blood · conſuming ſighs recall his life, 
1 would be blind with weeping, ſick with groans, 
Look pale as primroſe, with blood-drinking ſighs, 
And all to have the noble duke alive. 
What know I how the world may deem of me ? 
For it 1s known, we were but hollow friends ; 
It may be judg'd, I made the duke away: 
So ſhall my name with flander's tongue be wounded, 
And princes' courts be fill'd with my reproach. 
This get I by his death: Ah me, unhappy ! 
To be a queen, and crown'd with infamy ! 
KX. Henry. Ah, woe is me for Gloſter, wretched man! 
©. Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than he is. 
What, doſt thou turn away, and hide thy face ? 
Jam no loathſome leper, look on me. 
What, art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf? 
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Be poiſonous too, and kill thy forlorn queen. 

Is all thy comfort. ſhut in Gloſter's tomb? 

Why, then dame Margaret was ne'er thy joy : 
Erect his ſtatue then, and worſhip it, 
And make my image but an ale-houſe ſign. 

Was I, for this, nigh wreck'd upon the ſea ; 

And twice by aukward wind from England's bank 
Drove back again unto my native clime ? 

What boded this, but welkfore-warning wind 
Did ſeem to ſay—Seek not a Scorpion's neſt, 

Nor ſet no footing on this unkind ſhore ? 
What did LU then, but curs'd the gentle guſts, 
And he that loos'd them from their brazen caves; 
And bid them blow towards England's bleſſed more, 
Or turn our ſtern upon a dreadful rock? 
Vet Folus would not be a murderer, 
But left that hateful office unto thee:: 
The pretty vaulting ſea refus'd to drown me; 

Knowing, that thou wouldſt have me drown'd on ſhore 
Wich tears as ſalt as fea through thy unkindneſs ; 
The ſplitting rocks cowr'd in the ſinking ſands, 

And would not daſh me with their ragged ſides; 
Becauſe thy flinty heart, more hard than they, 
Might in thy palace periih Margaret. ; 

As far as I could ken thy enalky cliffs; 

When from thy ſhore the tempeſt beat us back, 

t food upon the hatches in the ftorm : 

And when the duſky ſky began to rob 

RI / earneſt-gaping fight of thy land's view, 
I took a coſtly jewel from my neck 

A heart it was, bound in with diamonds — 

And threw it towards thy land; the ſea receiv'd it: 
And fo, I wiſh'd thy body might my heart; 

And even with this, I loſt fair England's view, 
And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart; 
And call'd them blind and duſky ſpectacles, 
For loſing ken of Albion's wiſhed roaſt. - 
How often have I tempted Suffolk's tongue 
(The agent of thy foul inconſtancy) 
To bh and witch me, as Aſcanius did, 

M2 When 


* 2 —ͤ«õ’ iĩv—— an. 2 r aa 


| When he to madding Dido, would unſold 


That good duke Humphrey traiterouſly is mur der d 


| That want their leader, ſcatter up and down, 
And care not who they ſting in his revenge. 
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His father's acts, commenc'd ia burning Troy? 

Am | not witch'd like her? or thou not felſe like him? 
Ay me, I can no more! Die, Margaret 

For Henry weeps that thou doſt live ſo long. 


Weiſs rvitbin. Enter Wakwiek, SALISBURY, and many. 
Commons, 


War. It W ſovereign, | 


By Suffolk's and the cardinal Beaufort's means. 
The commons, like an angry hive of bees, 


Myſelf have calm'd their ſpleenful mutiny, 


Until they hear the order of his death. 


X. Henry, That he is dead, good Warwick, tis tos 
true; 


But how he died, God knows, not Henry : 


Enter his chamber, view his breathleſs corpſe, 
And comment then upon his ſudden death. 
War. That I ſhall do, my liege: — Stay, e 
With the rude multitude, till L return. 
[WARWICK goet in. 
X. 1 O thou that judgeſt all things, ſtay my 
thoughts: : 


My thoughts, that labour to perſuade my ſoul, 


Some violent hands were laid on Humphrey's life ! 

If my ſuſpect be falſe, forgive me, God; | 

For judgment only doth belong to thee! 

Fain would 1 go to chaſe his paly lips 

With twenty thouſand kiſſes, and to drain 

Upon his face an occan of fait tears; 

To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk, 

And with my fingers feel his hand unſeeling: 

But all in vain are theſe mean obſequies; 

And, to ſurvey his dead and earthy image, 

What were it but to make my ſorrow greater? 

| | [4 Bed, with GLOSTER's Body, put forth. 
| War. 


— 
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War. Come ſhither gracious ſovereign; view this body. 
. Heut Thav Ils t fee how deep my grave is made: 

For, with his- fou, fled all my ae ſolace | 

For ſeeing him, {1ccaty life In death, -> # 

War. As ſurb av y ful antendö t. to (tive 
With that dread King, that rook our Rate upon him 
"T6 free od Ford nis Fathers writhful curſe,” 

1 do believe that violent hands were laid 

Upon the life 6f#hI9'thriet-fartied-Uuke, 
SH AUfendll oathy warn with d lolemn tongue! 

What inſtänee gives lord Warwick for kis voõwꝰꝰoꝛ 
War. See, how the blebd as ſettled in his kace! 

Oft have I Nen a titfiely-parted ghoſt, 

Of aſhy ſemblance, meager, pale, and bloodleſs,” 

Being all deſcended to the labouring heart.; 

Who, in the conflict that it holds with death, 

Attracts the fame for aidance gainſt the enemy; 

Which with the heart there cools, and ne'er returneth 

To bluſh and beautify the cheek again. | 

But, ſee, his face is black, and full of blood; 

His eye-balls further out than when he liv'd, 

Staring full ghaſtly Tike a ſtrangled man: 

His hair up-rear'd, his noſtrils ſtretch' with fruggling 5; 

His hands abroad diſplay'd, as one that graſp'd 

And tugg'd for life, and was by ſtrength ſubdu'd. 

Look on the ſheets, his hair, you ſee, is ticking ; 

- His well proportion'd beard made rough and rugged, 

Like to the ſummer's corn by tempeſt lodg'd. | 

Tt cannot he but he was murder'd here; 

The leaſt of all thefe ſigns were notable.” 

Saif. Why, Warwick, who ſhould do the duke to death? 
Myſelf, and Beaufort, had in him protection: | 
And we, I hope, Sir, are no murderers, | 

War. But both of _u_ were vow'd duke Humphrey 3 

foss zz 

And you, forſobch had the W duke to hang 

Tis like, you would not feaſt him like a friend; 

And, tis well ſeen, he found an enemy. 


2 Mar. Then you, belike, ſuſpect theſe bil | 
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| As guilty of duke Humphrey's timeleſs death, 
Hi Mar. Who finds the heifer dead, and vlecding be, 
|; And ſees faſt by a.butcher with an are, 
But will ſuſpect, twas he that made the ſlaughter ? 0 
Who finds the patridge in the puttock's neſt, 
But may imagine how the bird was dead, 
Although the kite ſoar with onbloody'd beak ? 
Even ſo ſuſpicious i is this tragedy.” 
DQ. Mar. Are you. 5 butckier,. Suffolk? ? where's your | 
= Enife; | 
Is Beaufort term'd a kite ? where are his talons? 
Suf. 1 wear no knife, to laughter | ſleeping men; 
But here's a vengeful ſword, ruſted with caſe, 
That ſhall be ſcoured in his/rancorous heart, 
That ſlanders me with murder's crimſon badge :—- 
Say, if thou dar'ſt, proud lord of Warwickſhire, 
That I am faulty i in duke r 2a death. 
[Exit Cardinal. 
War. What tures) not Warwick, if falſe Suffolk dare him? 
Q. Mar. He dares not calm his contumelious ſpirit, . 
Nor ceaſe to be an arrogant controller, 
Though Suffolk dare him twenty thoufand times. 
Mar. Madam, be ſtill; with reverence may I fay it; 
For every word, you ſpeak in his behalf, 
Is ſlander to your royal dignity. 
Syf. Blunt-witted lord, ignoble in demeanour! 
If ever lady wrong'd her lord ſo much, 
Thy mother took into her blameful bed 
some ſtern untutor'd churl, and noble ſtock 
Was graft with crab- tree ſlip; whoſe fruit thou art, 
And never of the Nevils' noble race. 
Par. But that the guilt of murder bucklers thee, 
And I ſhould rob the death's-man of his fee, 
. Quitting thee thereby of ten thouſand ſhames, 
And that my ſovereign's preſence makes me mild, 
1 would, falſe murderous coward, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy paſſed ſpeech, 
And ſay- it was thy mother that thou mean'ſt, 
hat thou thyſclf waſt born in baſtardy: 


And 
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And, after all this fearful homage done, 
Give thee thy hire, and ſend thy ſoul to hell, 
Pernicious blood - ſucker of fleeping men 
Sf. Thou ſhalt be waking, while I ſhed thy blood, 
If from this preſence thou dart go with me. 
War. Away even now, or I will drag thee hence; 
Unworthy though thou art, ll cope with thee, 
And do ſome 88 to duke Humphrey's ghoſt. 
I Ereunt. 
3 Henry. What e breaſt-plate than a heart un 
tainted? | 
Thrice is he arm'd that hath his quarrel F 
And he but naked, though lock'd up in ſteel, 
Whoſe conſcience with injuſtice is corrupted. 
br a are l e 


Ee. enter SUPFOLK and Warwick, pL; a Weapons 
drawn, BS 
K. Henry. Why, how no, lords? your wrathful wen 
| pons drawn 
Here in our preſence. ; dare you be ſo hold 
Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here? 
Sf. The traiterous Warwick, with the men of * 
Set all upon me, mighty ſovereign. 
Noiſe of a Croud within. Enter SALISBURY. 
Sal. Sirs, ſtand, apart; the king ſhall know your 
mind.— _ 
Dread lord, the commons ſend, ou word by me, 
Unleſs lord Suffolk-ſtraight be done to death, 
Or baniſhed fair England's territories, _ | 
They will by violence tear him from your palace, 8 
And torture him with grievous ling'ring death. 
They ſay, by him the good duke Humphrey died; 
They ſay, in him they fear your highneſs' death ;, 
And mere inſtinct of love, and loyalty— 
Free from a ſtubborn oppoſite intent, 
As being thought. to contradict your liking— 
Makes them thus forward in his baniſhment. 


They 
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They ſay, in care of your moſt royal perſos, 
That, if your highneſs ſhould intend. to leep, 
And charge—that no man ſhould diſtugd. your reſts... 
In pain of your difſike, or pain of Aach; 106 e eee 
Yet, notwithianding, ſychia ffn Mü gt. 
Were there a ſerpent ſeen, with forked. SY 
That Oily glidad;tamard your mais ys b S9td3 45s 7 
It were but neceſſary you were, wak A: boy; 51g „ 86 
Leſt, being ſuffer d in that harmful flumber, 
4 . ͤ no”, 
And therefore do they cry; though you forbid, .. + 
That they will guard you, whe'r you will, or no, 
From ſuch fell ſerpents as falfe Suffolk is: + 
With whoſe envenomed and fatal ſting 
Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth, 
They ſay, is ſhamefully bereft of life. 

Commons. ¶Witbin.] An anſwer from the king, my lord 

of Saliſbury. 

: Syf. Tis like, the commons, rude unpoliſh'd hinds, 

Could ſend ſuch meſſage to their ſovereign :- it 
But you, my lord, were glad to be employ'd, 
To ſhew how quaint an orator you are: 
But all the honour Saliſbury hath won, 
Is—that he was the lord ambaſſador, 
Sent from a ſort of tinkers to the king. | | 
_ Within. An anſwer from the king, or we will all break 

in. 

XK. Henry. Go Saliſbury, and tell them all from me, 
1 thank them for their tender loving care: 
And had I not been cited ſo by them, 
Yet did I purpoſe as they do entreat: 
For ſure, my thoughts do hourly! propheſy 
Miſchance unto my ſtate by Suffolk's means. 
And therefore - by his Majeſty, I ſwW] ear, 
Whoſe far unworthy deputy l am- 
He ſhall not breathe infection im this air 
But three days longer; on the pain of death. 
-nt1icd . non Is Ir [Exit © ob 

| S. Mar. 
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B. Mar. Oh, Henry, let me plead for gentle Suffolk! 
K. Henry. Ungentle queen, to call him gentle 8 28 f 
No more, ILſay; if thon doſt plead for him, 
Thou wilt but add increaſe unto my wrath. 
Had T but ſaid, I would have kept my word; 
But, when I ſwear, it is irrevocable 
If, after three days ſpace, thou here be'ſt found 
On any ground that I am ruler of, 
The world ſhall not be ranſom for thy life. 
Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go with me; 
L have great matters to impart to thee, 
[ Exeunt all but SorroL k, and the Dueen, 
Q. Mar. Miſchance, and ſorrow, go along with you! 
Heart's diſcontent, and ſour affliction, 
Be play-fellows to keep you company! 
There's two of you; the devil make a third! 
And three-fold vengeance tend upon your ſteps ! 
Suf. Ceaſe, gentle queen, theſe execrations, 
And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave. 
9. Mar. Tie, coward woman, and ſoft-hearted wretch, 3 
Haſt thou not ſpirit to curſe thine enemies? 
Suf. A plague upon them! wherefore ſhould I curſe 
| them? | 
Would curſes kill, as doth the mandrake's groan, 
J would invent as bitter ſearching terms, 
As curſt, as harſh, and horrible to hear, 
Deliver'd ſtrongly through my fixed teeth, 
With full as many ſigns of deadly hate, 
As lean-fac'd Envy in her loathſome cave : 
My tongue ſhould ftumble in mine earneſt words; 
Mine eyes ſhould ſparkle like the beaten flint ; 
My hair be fix'd on end, as one diſtract: 
Ay, every joint ſhould ſeem to curſe and ban: 
And even now my burden'd heart would break, 
Should I not curſe them. Poiſon be their drink! 
Gall, worſe than gall, the daintieſt that they taſte! 
Their fweeteſt ſhade, a grove of cypreſs trees 
Their chiefeſt proſpeR, murdering baliliſks!. 


— 
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Their ſofteſt touch, as ſmart as lizard's ſtings! 
Their muſic, frightful as the ſerpent's hiſs; 
And boding ſcreech-owls make the concert full ! 
All the foul terrors in dark - ſeated hell 

J. Mar. Enough, m—_ Suffolk, thou ene thy- 

ſelf; e 

And theſe dread e ths fin igainf glaſs, 
Or like an overcharged gun—recoil, 
And turn the force of them upon thyſelf. 

Sg. You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave? 
Now, by the ground that I am baniſh'd from, 
Well could I curſe away a winter's night, 
Though ſtanding naked on a mountain top, 
Where biting cold would never let graſs grow, 
And think it but a minute ſpent in ſport, 

9. Mar. Oh, let me entreat thee eaſe? ? Give me thy 

hand, 
That I may dew it with my maunaful. tears; 
Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place, 
To waſh away my wotul monuments. 
Oh, could Fs, kiſs be printed i in thy hand; | 
[ Ki iſſes bis Hand. 

That thou might think upon theſe by the ſeal, 
Through whom a thouſand fighs are breath'd for thee! | 
So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief; 
'Tis but ſurmis'd whilft thou art ſtanding by, 
As one that ſurfeits thinking on a want. 
F will repeal thee, or, be well aſſur'd, 
Adventure to be baniſhed myſelf ; 
And baniſhed I am, if but from thee. 
Go, ſpeak not to me; even now be gone.— 
Oh, go not yet !—Even thus two friends eondemn'd 
Embrace, and kiſs, and take ten thouſand leaves, 
Lother a hundred times to part than die. 
Yet now farewel; and farewel life with thee ! 

Syf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times baniſned; 
Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee, 
"Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence; 
A wilderneſs is populous enough,, 
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80 Suffolk had thy heavenly company: 
For where thou art, there is the world itſelf, 
With every ſeveral pleaſure in the world; 
And where thou art not, deſolation. 
1 can no more: Live tbou to joy thy 8 
Myſelf no joy in nought, but that thou liv'ſt. 
Enter Vaux. 
. Mar. Whither goes Vaux ſo faſt? what news 1 
pry'thee? | | 
Faux. To ſignify unto his majeſty, | 5 
That cardinal Beaufort is at point of death: 
For ſuddenly a grievous ſickneſs took him, 
That makes him gaſp, and ſtare, and catch the air, 
Blaſpheming God, and curſing men on earth, 
Sometime, he talks as if duke Humphrey's ghoſt 
Were by his ſide; ſometime he calls the king, 
And whiſpers to his pillow, as to him, 
The ſecrets of his over- charged ſoul ; 
And I am ſent to tell his majeſty, 
That even now he cries aloud for him, 
Q. Mar. Go, tell this heavy meſſage to the king. 
[ Exit V AUZ. 
Ay me! — is this world? what news are theſe? 
But wherefore grieve 1 at an hour's poor loſs, 
Omitting Suffolk's exile, my ſoul's treaſure ? 
Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee, 
And with the ſouthern clouds contend in tears; 
heirs for the earth's increaſe, mine for my forrows ? 
Now, get thee hence, —The king, thou know'ſt, is com- 
| in 
If thou be found by n me, thou art but dead. 
Stef. If I depart from thee, I cannot live: 
And in thy ſight to die, what were it elſe, 
But like a pleaſant Number in thy lap ? 
Here could I breathe my ſoul into the air, 
As mild and gentle as the cradle babe, 
Dying with mother's dug between its lips: 
Where, ſrom thy fight, I ſhould be raging mad, 


And 
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And cry out for thee to cloſe up mine eyes, 
To have thee with thy lips to ſtop my — 
So ſhould'ſt thou either turn my flying ih 10 
Or I ſhould breathe it ſo into e = 
And then it liv'd in ſweet Elyſium. i Sate. 
To die by thee, were but to die in zelt; 
From thee to die, were torture more chan denth's. 
Gh, let me ſtay, -befall what may befall. 
2. Mar. Away! though n be a brate, corre- 
ſive, 7 4 
It is applied ton cathfol wound... Tat 
To France, ſweet Suffolk: Let me hay BS 1 
For whereſoeꝰ er thou art in this world's _ 4 4 
I'll have an Iris that ſhall find thee: out. 51 
Suf. Igo. fon. 177 
© Mar. And take any baure with thee. .. 4 At 
S,. A jewel lock d into the woſul'ſt, cal, or 
That ever did contain a thing of 1 Gd 
Even as a ſplitted bark, e Wes .. Mor 
This way fall T to death. _ . eng; 


2 Aar. This way for x me. havin eren. 


* . 
— 
* 
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We Cardi nal's Beisl, : Enter K Cing - „ Hazy, 
SALISSURT, WOT and others, to tip, Cardinal in 
Bed. 3 dawn 28 r 8: 1785 N 7 ; , 4g | 


X. 8 How Guia wy lord? 2 ſpeak; Beaufort, to 
thy ſovereign. 
Car. If thou be'ſt death, Pl give 1 thee England's trea - 
— e 
Enough to purchaſe ſuch another iſland, 
$0 thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 
K. Henry. Ah, what a fign it is of evil life, 
| When 


; 25 | T 
> - 
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When death's approach is feen fo terrible! 
War. Beaufort, it is thy ſovereign ſpeaks to thee. 
Car. Bring me unto my trial when you will, 
Dy'd he not in his bed? where ſhould he die? 
Can I make men live, wh&r they will or no? 
Oh! torture me no more, I will confeſs.— 
Alive again? then ſhew me where he is: 
I'll give a thouſand pound to look upon him. 
He hath no eyes, the duſt hath blinded them.— 
Comb down his hair; look! look! it ſtands upright, 
Like lime- twigs ſet to catch my winged foul! 
Give me ſome drink; and bid the apothecary 
Bring the ſtrong poiſon that I bôught of him. | 
K. Henry. O thou eternal Mover of the heavens, 
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch! ; 
Oh, beat away the buly meddling fiend, 
That lays ſtrong ſeige unto this wret&nd foul, AS 
And from his boſom purge this bla delpai : 
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War. See, how the patips of death do him grin. 


Sal. Diſturb him not, let him paſs peaceably. © | 
X. Henry. Peace to his ſoul, if God's good pleaſure 
| be! . 
Lord cardinal, if thou think'ſt on heaven's bliſs, 
Hold up thy hand, make ſignal of thy hope.— 
He dies, and makes no-ſign-:—Q God, forgive him! 
Mar. So bad a death argues a, monſtrous life. 
F. Henry.” Forbear to Judge, for we are ſinners 
n 6 LY 2 an wi HI Rp. uz: 
Cloſe up his eyes, and draw the curtain cloſe; 
And let us all to meditation. [ Exeunt. 


— 


Vor. V. 
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ACT Iv. SCENE. I. 


We Coaſt of Kent. Alarm. Figbt at Sea. Orinance goes 
IJ. Enter Captain Wul Mon E, and other Pirates, 
| with Sus EOLK and other PA | 


Captain. 


Tur gaudy, blabbing, and remorſeful ag 
Is crept into the boſom of the ſea! 
And now loud-howling wolves arouſe the jades 
That drag the tragic melancholy night ; 
Who with their drowſy, flow, and flagging wings 
Clip dead men's graves, and from their miſty jaws 
Breathe foul contagious darkneſs in the air. | 
Therefore, bring forth the ſoldiers of our prize; 
For, whilſt our pinnace anchors in the Downs, 
Here ſhall they make their ranſom on the ſand, 
Or with their blood ſtain this diſcolour'd ſnore.— 
Maſter, this priſoner freely give I thee ;— 
And thou that art his mate, make boot of this; 
The other, Walter Whitmore, is thy ſhare, 
Pointing to SUFFOLK. 
1 Gent. What is my ranſom, maſter? let me know, 
Mafi. A thouſand crowns, or elſe lay down your head. 
Mate. And ſo much ſhall you give, or off goes 
your's. 
Whit. What, think you much to pay | two thouſand 
crowns, 
And bear the name and port of gentlemen ?— 
Cut both the villain's throats ;—for die you ſhall; 
Nor can thoſe lives which we have loſt in fight, 
Be counter-pois'd with ſuch a petty ſum. 
1 Gent. I'll give it, Sir; and therefore ſpare my life. 
2 Gent. And ſo will I, and write home for it ſtraight. 
N it. 1Joſt mine eye in laying the prize aboard, 


Ard 
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And therefore, to revenge it, ſhalt thou die; ; 

[To SUFFOLK» 
And fo ſhould theſe, if I might have my will. 
Cap. Be not ſo raſh; take ranſom, let him live. 
 Suf. Look om my Geoaſze, Jam a gentleman ; 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou ſhalt be paid.— 


Whit. And ſo am I; my name is—Walter Whitmore. 


How now ? why art'ſt thou? what, doth death affright? 
Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whoſe ſound is death. 
A cunning man did calculate my birth, 
And told me—that by Water I ſhould die: 
Yet let not this make thee he bloody-minded-; 
Thy name is——Gzaltier, being rightly ſounded. 
Whit. Gualtier, or Walter, which it is, I care not: 
Ne'er yet did baſe diſnonour blur our name, 
But with our ſword we wip'd away the blot; 
Therefore, when merchant-like I fe revenge, 
Broke be my ſword, my arms torn and defac'd, 
And I prockim'd a coward through the world! 
Suf. Stay, Whitmore ; for thy priſoner i is a prince, 
The duke of Suffolk, william de la Poole. 
Whit. The duke of Suffolk, muffled up in rags! 
Suf. Ay, but theſe rags are no part of the duke; 
Jove ſometime went diſguis'd,, And why not I? 
Cap. But Jove was never ſlain, as thou ſhalt be. 
Saf. Obſcure and lowly ſwain, king ond s blood, 
The honourable blood of Lancaſter, 
Muſt not be ſhed by ſuch a jaded groom. 
Haſt thou not kiſs'd thy hand, and held my ſtirrup? 
And bare- head plodded by my foot- cloth mule, 
And thought thee happy when I ſhook my head ? | 
How often'haſt thou waited at my cup, - 
Fed from my trencher, kneel'd down at the board, 
When | have feaſted with queen Margaret ? 
Remember it, and let it make thee creſt-faiPa ; 
Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride: 
How in our voiding lobby haſt thou ſtood, 
And duly waited for my coming forth? 


; + 
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This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf, 
And therefore ſhall it charm thy riotous tongue. 
Whit. Speak, captain, ſhall I ſtab the forlorn ſwain ? 
Cap. Firſt let my words ſtab him, as he hath me. 
Sf. Baſe ſlave! thy words are blunt, and ſo art thou, 
Cap. Convey him hence, and on our _ boat s ſide 
Strike off his head. 
Syf. Thou dar'ſt not for chive own. 
Cap. Poole? Sir Poole? lord? 
Ay, kennel, puddle, ſink; whoſe filth and dirt 
Troubles the ſilver ſpring where England drinks, 
Now will dam up this thy yawning mouth, \ 
For ſwallowing the treaſure of the realm : 
Thy lips, that kiſs'd the queen, ſhall ſweep the ground; 
And thou, that ſmil'ſt at good duke Humphrey's death, 
Againſt the ſenſelcfs winds ſhalt grin in vain, 
Who, in contempt, ſhall hiſs at thee again: 
And wedded be thou to the hags of hell, 
For daring to affy a mighty lord 
Unto the daughter of a worthleſs king, 
Having neither ſubject, wealth, nor. diadem. 
By deviliſh policy art thou grown great, 
And, like ambitious Sylla, over-gorg'd 
With gobbets of thy mother's bleeding heart. 
By thee, Anjou and Maine were ſold to Pines 2 : 
The falſe revolting Normans, thorough thee, 
Diſdain to call us lord; and Piccardy 
Hath ſlain their governors, ſurpris'd our forts, 
And ſent the ragged ſoldiers wounded home. 
The princely Warwick, and the Nevils all— 
Whoſe dreadful ſwords were never drawn i in vain— 
As hating thee, are riſing up in arms: 
And now the hoyſe of York—thruſt from the crown, 
By ſhameful murder of a guiltleſs king, 
And lofty proud encroaching-tyranny— | 
Burns with revenging fire; whoſe hopeful colours 
Advance our half-fac'd ſun, ftriving to ſhine, 
Under the which is writ—invitis nubibus. 
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The commons here i in Kent are up in arms: 
And, to conclude, reproach, and beggary, 5 
Is erept into the palace of our king, 9 
And all by thee :—Away !.convey. 1 {1 
Suf. O that I were a god, to:ſhoot forth thunder 
Upon theſe paltry, ſervile, abject drudges! 
Small things make baſe men proud: this villain here, 
Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more 
Than Bargulus the ſtrong Illyrian pirate. 
Drones ſuck not eagles' blood, but rob bee hives. 
It is impoſlible, that I ſhould die 
By ſuch a lowly vaſſal as thyſelf, 
Thy words move rage, and not remorſe, in me: 
I: go of meſſage from the queen to France; 
I. charge thee, waft me ſafely croſs the channel. 
Cap. Walter— 
Mbit. Come, Suffolk, I muſt walt thee to thy death. 
Suf. Gelidus timor occupat artus.— tis thee 1 fear. 
Mbit. Thou ſhalt. have cauſe to fear, before I leave 
thee. | 
What, are ye daunted now ? now will ye ſloop ? 
I Gent. My gracious lord, entreat him, fpeak him fair... 
Suf. Suffolk's imperial tongue is ſtern and rough, 
Us'd to command, untaught to plead for favour, 
Par be it, we ſhould honour ſuch as theſe 
With humble ſuit ; no, rather let my head 
Stoop to the bleck, than theſe knees bow to any, 
Save to the God of heaven, and to my king ; | 
And ſooner dance upon a bloody pole, 
Than ſtand uncover'd to the vulgar groom. 
True nobility is'exempt from fear: 
More can I bear, than you dare execute. 
Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more: 
Come, ſoldiers, ſhew whatcruelty ye can.— 
Suf. That this my death may never be forgot. 
Great men oft die by vile bezonians: 
A Roman ſworder and banditto flave 
Murder'd ſweet Tully; Brutus baſtard hand 


Stabb' d Jubus: Cæſar; ſavage iſlanders, 


Pompey” 


75 ebw AAT or 4 TP. 
Pompey the great; and Suffolk dies by pirates, 
[Exit War TER WHITMCRE, with SUFFOLK, 
Cop. And as for theſe” whoſe ranſont we have ſer, 
It ; is our pleaſure, one of them depart = 51 
Therefore come you with us, anch let Him! go. 
[Exit Captain, ih" all Tug 5 n ft Gentleman. 


Re-enter. WHITMORE; wi even Hin Body. 
hit. There let his head and lifeleſs body lie, 
Until the queen his miſtreſs bury it. [Exit WuITMORE. 
1 Gent. O barbarous and bloody pectacle! * 
His body will I bear unto the king : 
If he revenge it not, yet will his friends ; 
So will the queen, that living held him dear. Exit. 
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Ae Part of Kent. Enter Snckes neon, and. bun 
HoLLAND. 


: Bevis. Come,” an ind” [get thee? a ſword, though made of a 
lath; they have beer up theſe two days. | 

Hdl. They have the more need to ſleep now then. 

Bevis, I tell, thee, Jack Cade the Clothier means to 
dreſs the common-wealth, and turn it, and fet a new nap 
upon it. 

Hol. So he had need, for tis thread- bare. Well, I ſay, 
it Was Jer) gr a> in n Foghnd, fince gentlemen 

came WW 5 

Bevis. O "miſerable | age! 1 Virtue |; is not regarded in 
handicrafts- men. r 85 2 

Hel. The nobility think ſcorn to go in n leather aprons. 

Bevie. Nay more, the king's council, are no good work- 
men. 

Hol. True; And yet is faid—Labour j in thy: vocat ion: 
which is as Wa to fay as—let. the "magiſtrates be la- 
pouring men; and thercfore mould we be magiſtrates. 

Bevis. "Thou haſt hit it“: for there's no better ſign of a 
brave mind, than a hard hand, + * 


. els 


* 
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Hol, 1 ſee them! I ſee them ! There's Beſt's ſon, the 
tanner of Wingham. | | 
Bevis. He ſhall have tae ſkins of our enemies, to make 
_ dog's leather of. 
Hol. And Dick the Butcher— 
Bevis, Then is ſin ſtruck down like an =, and i iniqui- 
ty's throat cut like a calf, 
Hol. And Smith the Weaver t— 


Bevis. Argo, their thread of life is ſpun: 
Hol. Come, come, let' 4 fall in with them. 


Drum, Enter Clive, Dig k the Butcher, ri the Wea- 
ver, and a Sawyer, with infinite Numbers. 


Cade. We John Cade, fo term'd of our ſuppoſed: fa- 
ther 


- - Dick, Or rather, of ſtealing a cade of herrings, [ Aide. 


Cade, For our enemies ſhall fall before us, inſpired with 
- the ſpirit of pore RO pH - and e 
flence, | | 
Dick. Silence! y | 

Cade, My father was a Mortimer— 

Dick. He was an honeſt man, and a good bricklayer: 


L Aſide. 

Cade. MV olige a Plantagenet - 

Dick. I knew her well, ſhe was a midwife. Aſſde. 

Cade. My wife deſcended of the Lacies— 

Dick. She was, indeed, a pedlar's daughter, and ſold. 
many laces. | A/ide. 

Smith. But, now of la not able to travel with her 
furr'd pack, ſhe waſhes bucks here at home [ A/ides 

Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable heuſe, 

Vick. Ay, by my faith: the field is honourable ; and 


there was he born, under a hedge; for his father had ne- 


ver a houſe, but the cage. [Aſide. 


Cade. Valiant I am. : 
| Smith, A muſt needs; for beggary i is valiant. [4/ de. 
Cade. I am able to endure much. 


Dick. No queſtion of that; for I have ſcen him whipp'd 


three market days togecker. [ Afide. 
| ? Cade. 
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vCadsi Ifear neither ſword nor fire. 1 
Smith. He need not fear the ſword, _ * coat is of; 
Proof. aber Lee. 


Diet. But, . he ſhould "REY fear. of. fire, 
| being ſo often burnt mg bang for ſtealing of ſheep. 
— Ali ide. 

Cade. Be brave en for your captain is brave, and 
vows reformation. There ſhall be in England, ſeven 
half-penny loayes ſold for a penny: the. three-hoop'd. 
pot ſhall have ten hoops; and I will make it felony, to 
drink ſmall beer: all the realm ſhall be in common, and 

in Cheapſide ſhall my palfry go to gras. And, when L 

am king (as king I will be)—— - 

All. God ſave your majeſty !' | 

Cade, I thank you, good people ;—there ſball be no- 
money ; all ſhall eat and drink on my ſcore; and I will: 
apparel them all in one livery, that they may agree like 
brothers, and worſhip me their lord. 

Dick. The firſt thing we do, let's kill all the lawyers. 

Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a lamenta- 
ble thing, that of the ſkin of an innocent lamb ſhould be 
made parchment ? that parchment, being ſcribbled o'er, 
ſhould undo a man? Some ſay, the bee ſtings : but I ſay, 
*tis the bee's wax; for I did but ſeal once to a thing, and 
I was never my own. man ſince. How: now? who's 


there ?: 
Enter ſome, bringing in the clerk of Cbatbam. 
Smith. The clerk of Chatham: he can write and read, 
and caſt accompt. 
Cade, O monſtrous! | 
Smith, We took him _—_ - boys copies, 
Cade, Here's a villain! 7 eh | 
Smith, H'as a book in his eee red etw in't. 
Cade. Nay, then he is a conjurer.. 
| _ Nay, he pry make Tp cope and write court 
hand.! i Dig duden 
Cade. I am ſorvy for't: the man is a Roper. man, on 


mine honour; unkſs 1 find-him guilty, he ſhall. not die. 
| Come 
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Come hither, ſirrah, I muſt examine thee : What is thy 
name? _ ; 

Clerk, Emanuel, 

Dick. 'They uſe to write it on the top of Mags 
*T'will go hard with you, 

Cade. Let me alone: Doſt they uſe to. write thy 
name? or haſt thou a mark to thyſelf, like an honeſt 
lain-dealing man ? 


Clerk. Sir, I thank God, I have been fo well brought 


up, that I can write my name. 
44. He hath confeſs d; away with him; he's a vil- 
lain, and a traitor. 


Cade. Away with him, I n: hang him with his pen 


and inkhorn about his neck. [Exit one with the Clerks. 
Enter MICHAEL. 
Mich. Where's our general? | 
Cade. Here I am, thou particular fellow. 


Mich. Fly, fly, fly! Sir Humphrey Stafford and his 


brother are hard by, with the king's forces 

Cade. Stand, villain, ſtand, or L' fell thee 25a ING 
He ſhall be encounter'd with a man as good as himſelf: 
He is but a knight, is a' ? | 

Mich. No. 

Cade, To equal him, 1 will ks myſelf a knight pre- 
ſently; Riſe up Sir John Mortimer. Now have at him. 
Is there any more of them that be knights? 

Mich. Ay, his brother. 

Cade. Then kneel down, Dick Butcher; 

Riſe up Sir Dick Butcher. Now ſound up the drum. 


Euter Sir HuMpuREy STAFFORD, and bis Brother, with 
Drum and Soldiers. 


Stafr Rebellious hinds, the filth and ſcum of Kent, 
Mark'd for the gallows—lay your weapons down, 
Home to your cottages, forſake this groom ;— 

The king is merciful, if you revolt. 

F. Staff. But angry, wrathful, and. inclin'd to blood, 

If you go forward: therefore yield, or die. 


Cude. As for thele ſilke n- coated flaves I paſs not; 
| It 
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It is to you, good people, that 1 peak, 


O'er whom, in time to come, I hope to reign ; - 
For am rightful heir unto the crown. i 

Stat. Villain, thy father was a Plaſterer; 
And thou thyſelf, a Shearman, Art thou not? 225 

Cate, And Adam was a Gardener. © 

T. Staff. And what of that? | 

Cade, Marry, this Edmund Mortimer, earl of March, 
Narried the duke of Clarence? daughter; Did he not ? 

Staff. Ay, fir. | 

| Cade. By her he had two children at one birth, 

Y. Staf. That's falſe. 2 

Cade, Ay, there": 5 the queſtion; but, T ſay, tis true: 
The elder of them: b being put to nurſe, 

Was by a beggar-woman ftoPa away; 
And, ignorant of his birth and parentage, 
Became à Bricklayer, when he came to age: 
His ſon am I; deny it if you can? 

Dick. Nay, tis töbò trur; therefore he ſhall be Eng 
Smith, Sir, he made à umney in my father's houſe, 
and the bricks: ae a at hang a: to ee it; there 

fore, deny it not. 

Staf. And wil vou ods this baſe dradge's 5 weeds | 
That ſpeaks he knows not what?. 8 
All. Ay, marry, wilb we; therefore get you gone, 

F. Staf. Jack Cade, the GUS of York hath taught you 
this. 

Cade. He lies, for: I invented it myſelf. [4fide.}— 
Go to, ſirrah, Tell the king from. me, that—tfor his fa- 
ther's ſake, Henry the fifth, in whoſe time boys went to 
ſpan-counter for French crowns—l am content he ſhall 
reign; but I'll be protector over him. 

Dieb. And, futhermore, we'll have the lord Say" s head 
for ſelling the dukedom of Main.. . 

Cade. And good reaſon; for thereby is ; England malin's, | 
and fain to go with a ſtaff, but that my puiſance holds it 
up. Fxllow kings, I tell yon, that that lord Say hath gelded 
the common-wealth, and made it an eunuch: and more 
than 
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than that, he can ſpeak French, and therefore he is a 


traitor, 

Staf. O groſs and miſerable ignorance! 

Cade., Nay, anſwer, if you can: The Frenchmen are 
our enemies: go toFthen, I aſk. but this; Can he that 
ſpeaks with the tongue of an enemy, be a good counſel- 
Jor, or no ? ? 

All. No, no; and therefore welll have his head. 

Y. Staf. Well, ſeeing gentle words will not prevail, 
Aſſail them with the army of the king. 

Staf. Herald, away: and, throughout every town, 
Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade; _ | 
That thoſe, which fly before the battle ends, By 
May, even in their wives' and childrens' ſight, | 
Be hang'd up for example at their doors :— 

And you, that be the king's friends, follow me. 


[ Exeunt the two STAFFORDS, with their Train, - 


Cade. And you, that love the commons, follow me. 
Now ſhew yourſelves men, tis for liberty. 
We will not leave one lord, one gentleman * 
Spare none, but ſuch as go in clouted ſhoon ; 
For they are thrifty honeſt men, and ſuch : 
As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 
Dick. They are all in order, and march toward us. 
Cade. But then are we in order, when we are moſt 
out of order. Come, march forward. [Axeunt. 
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SCENE III. 


Another Part of the Field. The Parties fight, and both the 
STAFFORDS are fluin, Re-enter CADE, and the + ol 


| Cade. Where's Dick, the Butcher of Aſhford ? 
Dick. Here, Sir. 


Cade, They fell before thee like 3 and oxen, ound 


thou behav'dſt thyſelf as if thou hadſt been in thine own 


III n thus I will reward thee— The 
Lent 
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Lent ſhall be as long again as it is; and thou ſhalt . a 
licence to kill for a hundred lacking one. 

Dick. 1 deſire no more. : 

Cade. And, to ſpeak truth, thou delerv'it no leſs, This 
monument of the victory. will. 1 bear; and the bodies 
ſhall be dragg'd at my horſe' heels, ill I do come to 
London, where we will have the br s . borne 
before us. . _ 

Dick, If we mean to thrive 5 do good, Seek _ 
the gaols, and let out the priſoners. 

Cade. Fear not that, 1 „ thee. Come, let's 
march towards London, FA ; [ Exeunt. 


Black- Heath. Euter King Henzy with e. 
and Queen MARGARET, with SUFFOLK's Head; 1 
Dake of BUCKINGHAM, 4 and the Lord SAY... 


_ &. Mor. Oft here 1 heard—that riet foftens, the 
mind, ; 
And makes it fearful and degenerate ; 3 
Think therefore on revenge, and ceaſe to wee 
But who can ceaſe to weep, and look on this? 
Here may his head lie on my throbbing breaſt : . 
But where's the body that T ſhould embrace ? ? 
Buck. What anſwer | makes your 3 to the rebels 
ſupplication ? ws. 
K. Henry. I'll ſend ſome holy 3 to entreat: 5 
For God forbid, ſo many ſimple ſouls 
Should periſh by the ſword ! ! And | myſelf, 
Rather than bloody war ſhould cut them ſhort, 
Will parley with Jack Cade, their general. — 
But ſtay, I'll read it over once again. 
Mar. Ah, barbarous villains! hath this lovely face 
RuP'd, like a wandering planet, over me; 


. . 
8 


And could it not enforce them to'relent, © - 
That were unworthy to behold the ſame ? | 
2 ; „ 
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K. Henry. Lord ant A Hark! Fe! to have 


thy head. 
Say. Ay, but I hope, your highnefs al have his,” 
K. Henry. How now, madam? e 


Lamenting ſtill, and mourning Sanoll death f EF” 
I fear, my love, if that T had been dead, 
Thou wouldeſt net have mourn'd fo much wr me. 


* 1 No, my love, I hank not mourn, "but" die 
. for thee.” D | > SW 1 


Enter a TIES a ”— 


K. Hary How now! what news ? * con I thou 
in ſuch haſte? 

AA. The rebels are in Southwark ? Fly, my lord! 

Jack Cade proclaims himſelf Jord Mortimer, 

Deſcended from the duke of "Clarence' houſe; 

And calls your grace uſurper, openly, 

And Free ce crown himſelf in 'Weſtminif er. ad 

His armiy'is a ragget multitude a: 9 


— 


Of hinds and peafants "rude and mertileſs : 
Sir Humphr Staffor ang his brother's death 

Hach given An and courage to 7 fe 

All ſcholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen, TX 8 

They call—falſe cater rpilfars, and intend their death. 


K. HS, 0 n men] ? they W not, ON 
hey do. aue Rus” 
Buck. x Eracivus lord, 1 to Kenetwor | - 


«T4 14 $.2 5 
Until a power be rale d to put them down. 


Q. Mar. Ah! were pL duke of Suff uffolk ws. 
9 Kentiſh rebels ſhould he fe ſoon, appeas d. 


F #4 10 910 


K. znry. Lord Say, the : traitor hateth thee, | * 


* . 
1 % 


1204 
Therefore away with us us to nelworth:; wh: 
Say. So might your grace” s perſon be in anne, 
The ſight of me is &Qious1 in their 1 5 3 
And thereforè in this ary Will I'ta F 
And live alone as 1 as l may.” A 


2 2 * Yry „ 


2 Mg]. Jack Cade hath gotten London-Bridge.y. | 
The citizens fly him and ſorſake their houſes: 


Ver. V. O 12 
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Fight for your king, your country, and your lives ; 
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The raſcal people, thirſting after prey, | 

Join with the traitor; and they jointly ſwear, 

To ſpoil the city, and your royal court. 
Buck. Then linger not; my Jord; away, take horſe. 
K. Henry. Come, Margaret; God, our hope, wil 

ſuccour us. 
O. Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceav'd. 
K. e. Farewel, my lord; truſt not to Kentiſh re- 


| bels. 
"Buck: Truſt no body, for fear you be betray'd. 
Say. The truſt't have is in mine innocence, 


And therefore am I bold and reſolute,  {\ Exeunt, 
| Pp ps —_—_ — n . | 
peo: SCENE | V. 


London. Enter Lord SCALES, and 1 en the Walls of 
the 7. ower. Then enter 1200 or three Citizens Beloꝛv. 


Scales, How now ? is Jack Cade Alain? 

1 Cit. No, my lord, nor likely to be Lain; for they 
have won the bridge; killing all thoſe that withſtand 
them: The lord- mayor craves aid of your honour from 
the Tower, to defend the city from the rebels. 

Scales. Such aid as I can ſpare, you ſhall command ; 
But I am-troubled here with them myſelf. 

The rebels have aſſay d to win the Tower. 
But get you into Smithfield, gather head, 
And thither will 1 ſend you Matthew Gough : 


And ſo farewel, for I muſt hence again. Ee 


* 


" 4 3 2 3 


TE SCENE 22. 


Cannon · Street. Enter JACK Cant; and the Refl, He 
frites bis Staff on London-Stone. 


Eats Now is Mortimer ore of this city. And here, 
Fitting 
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ſitting upon London - Stone, I charge and command, that, 
of the city's colt, the piſſing couduit run nothing but claret 
wine the firſt year, of our. reign. And now, hencefor- 


ward, it ſhall be treaſon for any that calls me other than 
lord Mortimer. 


5 } 1 
f a Soldier rumming . 


Sol, Jacke Cadet! Jack Cade! 

Cade. Knock him down there. | { They Bill Bimm, 

Smith, If this fellow be wiſe, he'll never call you Jack 
Cade more mote; think; he hath a very fair warning. 

Dick. My lard, theres: an army -gather'd OOO in 
Smithfield. Ulle bes blog i Ats 

Cade. Come 1 let! s go fight with * But, 
firſt, go and ſet London-Bridge on fire; and, if you 
can, burn down the . too. Come, let's away. 
k. 
Woods ne eee bag ne Rey et " 
9 e : IV 875 FIT Of nyt l SINE: EE 


© SEEN. V1: On wor? 
Sula. 7 5 r Cont n oe 


hauy. They fight u is Forces and MATTRBEW 
GovGH ts ſlain. 7 oy 
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Cade, So, Sirs Ee go fine 4 111 pull down the- 
ert others to the inns of court; down with them 
all. * 12 oy SN ©5345 

Dick. I have a fuit'1 unto: your bordihip. 

Cade. Be it a ' Jordthip, thou Hale have it for that 
word. 


Dick. Only, that the laws of Kugland may come out of 


your mouth. 


Jobn. Maſs, twill be ſore ky then; for he was 5 thruſt 
in the mouth with a ſpear, an& 'tis not whole yet. 


Ale 
Smith, Nay, John, it will be linking law: for his 
breath ſtinks with eating toaſted cheeſe. [Afede. 


Cade, 1 have thought upon it, it ſhall he ſo. Away, 
O x; | burn 
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burn all the records of the realm; my mouth ſhall be 


tde parliament of England. 


Jobn. Then we are like to ha ve bit ing ſtatutes, un- 
" leſs his teeth be pulFd our. | [ Afice. 
Eade. And henceforward. all things man be in commor. 


qt oc Eater a Meſſenger. 


AA. My lord, a Prize, a prize ! here's the lord Say, 
which ſold the town in France; he that made us pay 
ene and twenty fiſecens, and one ſhilling to the pound, 
the laſt ſubſidy. _ 


Enter GEORGE Bev1s, with the Lord Say. 
Cade. Well, he ſhall be beheaded for it ten times, Ah, 


thou fay, thou ſerge, nay, thou buckram lord! now art 


thou within point-blank ef our jurisdiction regal. What 
eanſt thou anſwer to my majeſty, for giving up of Nor- 
mandy unto monſieur Baſiniecu, the dauphin of France: 
Be it known unto thee by theſe preſence, even the preſence 
of lord Mortimer, that I am the beſom that muſt ſweep. 
the court clean of ſuch filth as thou art. Thou haſt moſt 
traiterouſly corrupted the youth of the realm, in erecting: - 
a grammar-ſchool : and whereas, before, our fore- fathers 
had no other books but the ſcore and the tally, thou haſt 
cauſed printing to be us'd: and, contrary to the king, 


his crown, and dignity, thou haſt built a paper- mill. It 


will be proved to thy face, that thou haſt men about 


thee, that uſually talk of a noun, and a verb; and ſuch 


abominable words, as no Chriftian ear can endure to 
hear. Thou, haſt appointed juſtices of peace, to call poor 
men before them about matters they were not able to 
anſwer. Moreover, thou haſt put them in priſon; and, 
becauſe they could not read, thou haſt hang'd them; 
when, indeed, only for that cauſe they have been moſt 
worthy to live. Thou doſt ride on a foot-cloth, doſt 
thou not ? : | 

Say. What of that? | 

Cade, Marry, thou ought not to let thy horſe 1 wear 
2 cloke, when -honefter men than thou go in their hoſe 


and doublets.» © 4 
: Dick 


' Dick. And work in their Aire too; as nn, for « ex- 
ample, that am a Butcher. 

Say. Vou men of Kent. . 

Dicl. What ſay you of . bung 

Say. Nothing but this: Fis bona; torru, maln gene. 


Cade. Away with him, away with him! he ſpeaks 


Latin. - 41+ 2£'5yaq Ti 8 Flic e 1 N 
Say. Hear me but ſpeak, and bear me Where FP vin. 
Kent, in the commentaries Czſar writ, . 5 
Is term'd the civil'ſt place of all this iſle : 1 4 
Sweet 1s the country, becauſe full of kat oh 
The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy; 
Which makes me 1 you are nut void ol. * 
I ſold not Maine, I loſt not Normandy; | 
Yet, to recover them, would loſe my life; 
Juſtice with favour have 1 always done; 
Prayers and tears have mov'd me, e never. 
When have l aught exacted at your hands? 
Kent to maintain, the king, the realm, and pork. 
Large gifts have I beſtow'd on learned _—_ 
Becauſe my book preferr'd me to the king: 3 
And ſeeing i ignorance is the curſe of God, 815 
Knowledge the wing where wick we fly to ä 
Unleſs you be poſſeſs d with deviliſh ſpirits, s 
You cannot but forbear to murder me. 
This tongue hath parly'd unto en bn 
For your behoo f- 
Cade, Tut! when ſtruek ſt thou. one blow in the "field? 
Say. Great, men have reaching hands: oft have k 
5 ſtrucx x 
Phoſe that I never. ſaw, ang Auch them dead. 
- George. O monſtrous . e to come behind 
folks! | 
Say. Theſe cheeks are pale, wich watching for your 
good. 
Cade. Give him a Ro 0 ' the ear, and that will make 
'em red again. 


% : 


— 
” Lk 7 
$4 52S 


Say. Long ſitting to determine poor men 's cauſes, 


Hath made me full of ehren ang gien 2: 3:66 
'Q 3 Cade. 
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Cade. Ye ſhall. have a hempen caudle then, and the 


. help of a hatchet. 


Dick. Why doſt thou quiver, man? 

Say, The palſy, and not fear, provokes me. | 

© Cade,” Nay; he nods at us; as whe ſhould ſay, I'll "= 
even with you. PH ſee if his head will-ſtand ſteadies on 
a pole, or no: Take him away, and behead him. T 

Say. Tell nie, wherein have I offended moſt, ? 
Have I aſſected wealth, or honour : ſpeak ? 
Are my cheſts fill'd up with extorted gold? 
Is my apparel ſumptuous to behold ? 
Whom have TI injur'd, that ye ſeek my death? 
Theſe hands are free from guiltleſs blood-ſhedding, 
This breaſt ſrom-harbouring foul deceitful thoughts 
O, let me live! 

Cade. I feel remorſe in myfelf with his words: but 1. 
bridle- it: he ſhall die, an it be but for pleading ſo well 
for his life. Away with him! he has a familiar under 
dis tongue: he ſpeaks not o' God's name. Go, take him 
away, I ſay, and ſtrike off his head preſently; and then 
break into his ſon-in-law's houſe, Sir James Cromer, and 
Arike off his head, and bring them both upon two 2281 
hither. 

All. It ſhalbbe done. c 

Say. Ah, countrymen Y if, when: _ — your 

prayer 5 6) 
God ſhould be ſo obdurate as 8 
How would it fare with your departed ſouls? 
And therefore yet relent, and ſave my life. 
Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ye. 
[EExeuni ſome, with Lord Sa Vr 
The proudeſt peer of the realm ſhall not wear a head on 
his ſhoulders, unleſs he pay me tribute; there ſhall not a. 
maid be married, but ſhe ſhall- pay to me her maiden- 
head ere they have it: Men ſhall hold of me in capiteg 
and we charge and command, that their wives be as free 
as heart can wiſh, or tongue can tell. 

Dick. My lord, when ſhall we go to a and 

take up ** — 


Tul. 
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. Cade. Marry, preſently. .... E SV: | n 21 
Al. O brave 44 
Re-enter ane with the Heads, 
Caddie. But is not this braver ?—Let them kiſs « one an 
ether; for they lovd well, when they were alive. Now 4 
part them again, leſt they conſult. about the giving nh f 7 
fome more towns in France; ſoldiers, defer the ſpoil, of the 4 
the city until night: for with theſe borne before us, in- 
ſtead of maces, we will ride through the ſtreets; and, at J 
every corner, have them-kiſs—Away! - [| Exeunt.. 4 


* — 


— 


SCENE VIE. 


Southwark... Alarum, and Retreat. Enter again Cave, and 
all bis Rabblement. 


| Cade. Up Fiſh-Street! down Saint Magnus” corner!” 
Kill and knock down! throw . into Thames !— 
f [A Parley Aunded. 
What noiſe i is nd 5 chemi] ? Dare: any vita ſo bold to ſound: 
retreat or parley, when 1 command them kill? 
Enter BUCKINGHAM, and Old Ci Irrok b, attended. 
Bucl. Ay, here they be that dare, and will diſturb thee: 
Know, Cade, we come ambafſadors from the ki 
Unto the commons, whom thou haſt miſled; 
And here pronounce free pardon to them all, 
That will forfake” thee, and go home in peace. 
Clif What ſay ye, countrymen? will ye relene; - 
And yield to merty, whilft *tis offer'd you; | 
Or let a rabble lead vou to your deaths? 
Who loves the- king, and will embrace His pardonz 
Fling up his cap, and ſay God ſave his majeſty't 
Who hateth him, and honours net his father; 27 
„He, the fifth, that made all Frante to Wr "I 
Shake he his weapon at us; and paſs br. 
All. God fave the king! God ſave the king !' * 
Cad What; Buckingham, and Clifford, are ye {6 
brave !—And you, baſe peaſants, do ye believe him? 
= will 
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will you needs be hang'd with your pardons about your 
necks ?' Hath my ſword therefore broke through London 
gates, that you ſhould leave me at the White-Hart, in 
Southwark ? I thought ye would never have given out 
theſe arms, till you had recover'd your ancient freedom: 
but you are all recreantt, and daſtards; and delight to 
live in ſlavery to the. nobility. Let chem break your 
backs with burdens, take your houſes over your heads, 
ra viſh your wives and daughters before your faces: For 
me. will make ſhift dor ona 1 eee curſe light 
vpon you all! a. 

All. We'll follow Cade, oY _— — nM 
Cliff. Is Cade the ſon of Henry the fifth, 
That thus you do exclaim—you'll go with him? 
Will he conduct you through the heart of France, 
And make the meaneſt of you earls and dukes? 
Alas! he hath no home, no place to fly to; 
Nor knows he how to live, but by the ſpoil, 
Unleſs by robbing of your friends, and us. 
Wer't not a ſhame, that, whilſt you live at Jar, 
The ſearful French, whom you late vanquiſhed, 
Should make a ſtart o'er ſeas, and vanquiſh you? 
Methinks, already, in this civil broil,, __ 
I ſee them loxding it in London lireets, 
Crying FVillageoi: / unto all they meet. 
Better, ten thouſand, baſe-born Cades miſcarry, 
Than you ſhould ſtoop unto a Frenchman's mercy. 
To France, to France, and get what you have lolt ; 
Spare England, for it is your native coaſt : * 
Henry hath money, you are ſtrong and manly; 
God on our ſide, deubt not of victory. 
All. A Clifford! a Clifford! we'll follow the king, 
and Clifford. | < , 
Cade. Was ever feather ſo lightly blown to and fro, as 
- this multitude ? the name of Henry the fifth hales them 
fo an hundred miſchiefs, and makcs them leave me de- 
folate. I ſee them lay their heads together, to ſurpriſe 


me: my ſword makes way for Mos for here is no ſtay- 
ing 


* 


48 IV. EING HENRY I. 165 


ing. —In deſpight of the devils and hell, have through the 
very midſt of. you ! and heavens and honour be witneſs, 
that no want of reſolution in me, but only my follower& 
baſe and ignominious treaſons, makes me betake me to 
my heels. ; ; [9 [ Exit. 
Buck, What, ae fled ? go ſome, od follow him; . 

And he, that brings his head unto the king, 

Shall have a thouſand crowns for his reward. 8 


| | Exeunt. ſome of them. 

Follow me, ſoldiers; we'll deviſe a mean 

To reconcile you all unto the king. [Exeunts 
SCENE IX. 


Kenelworth-Cafile. Sound Trumpets. Enter King HENRY, 
Queen MARGARET, and SOMERSET, on the Terras. 


K. Henry. Was ever king, that joy'd an earthly throne, 


And could command no more content than 1? 
No ſooner was I crept out of my cradle, 
But I was made a king, at nine months old: 
Was never ſubject long'd tobe a king, 
As I do long and wiſh to be a ſubject. ' 

Enter BUCKINGHAM, and CLIFFORD: + 


Buck. Health, and glad tidings, to your majeſty ! 


X. Henry. Why, Buckingham, is my traitor Cade 


ſurpris'd*? 
Or is he but retir'd to make him rang ? 


Enter below, Multitudes with Halters about their Necks, 


Clif. He's fled, my lord, and all his powers do yield; 


And humbly thus with halters on their necks. 
Expect your highneſs' doom, of life, or death. 
X. Henry, Then, heaven, ſet ope thy everlaſting _ 
To entertain my vows of thanks and praiſe !— 
Soldiers, this day have you redeem'd your lives, 


And ſhew'd how well you love your prince and country: 


Continue ſtill in this ſo goed a mind, 
And Henry, though he be infortunate, 
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Aſſure yourſelves, will never be unkind: 

And ſo, with thanks, and pardon to you all, 

do diſmiſs you to your ſeveral countries. 

| 2 God ſave the king! God ſave the king! 
F Enter a Me efenger. 

MS. Pleaſe it your grace to be advertiſed, 
The duke of York is newly come from Ireland: 
And with a puiſſant and a mighty power, 
Ot Gallow- glaſſes, and ſtout Kernes, | 
Is marching hitherward- in proud array; 

And ſtill proclaimeth, as he comes along, 

His arms are only to remove from thee 

The duke of Somerſet, whom he terms a traitor. 
X. Henry. Thus ſtands my ſtate, twirt Cade and York 

diſtreſs d; 

Eike to a ſhip, that, having "hrap's + tempeſt, 

Fs ſtrait way calm'd, and boarded with a pirate: 

But now is Cade driven back, his men diſpers'd; 

And now is York in arms, to ſecond him. 

I pray thee, Buckingham, go and meet hin; 

And aſk him, what's the reaſon of theſe arms. 

Fell him, I'll ſend duke Edmund to the Tower ;— 

And, Somerſet, we will commit thee thither, 

Until his army be diſmiſs'd-from him. 

Som, My lord, | 
I'll yield myſelf to priſon 95 
Or unto death, to do my country good. 

X. Henry. In any caſe be not too rough in terms ; 
For he is fierce, and cannot brook hard language. 

Back, I will, my lord; aud doubt not fo to deal, 
As all things ſhall redound unto your good. 

K. Henry. Come, wife, let's in, and 1 to govern ; 

better; 
has * may e curſe 88 wretched reign. 


— 


[ Exeunt. 
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: SCENE 2 


r 


A Garden in ow. Enter Jac Cane. 


Cade. Fie on 1 tion! ' fie on myſelf; that have a 
ſword, and yet am ready to famiſh! Theſe five days have 
hid me in theſe woods ; and durſt not peep out, for all 
the country is lay'd for me; but now am I. ſo hungry, 
that if I might have à leaſe of my life for a thouſand 
years, I could ſtay no longer. Wherefore, on a brick 
wall have I climb'd into this garden; to ſee if I can cat 
graſs, or pick a ſallet another while, which is not amiſs 


to cool a man's ſtomach this hot weather: And, I thin 8 


this word ſallet was born to do me good: for, many a 
time, but for a ſallet, my brain- pan had been cleft with 
a brown bill; and, many a time, when I have been dry, 
and bravely marching, it hath ſerv'd me inſtead of 2 
quart- pot to drink in; and now the word ſallet muſt 
ſerve me to feed on. | 
Anter IDEN, —_ Sa 

1 Lord, who would live turmoiled in the court, 5 
And may enjoy ſuch quict walks as cheſe? 4 
This ſmall inheritance, my father left me, 
Contenteth, me, and's worth a monarchy, 
I ſeek not to wax great by others“ waining "2p 5 
Or gather wealth, I care not with what envy; 
Sufficeth, that I have maintains my ſtate, 8 
And ſends the poor well pleaſed from my gate. 

Cade. Here's the lord of the ſoil come to ſeize me 
for a ſtray, for entering his fee-ſimple without leave. 

Ah, villain, thou wilt betray me, and get a thouſand 

crowns of the king for carrying my head to him; but I'll 
make thee eat iron like an oſtridge, and ſwallow my 
ſword like a great pin, ere thou and I part. 

Jaden. Why, rude companion, whatſoe*er thou be, 
J know thee not; Why then ſhould I betray chee t ? 
Js t not enough, to break into my garden, 
And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds, 


Climbing 
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Climbing my walls in ſpire of me the owner, 
But thou wilt brave me with theſe ſaucy terms? 

Cade. Brave thee? ay, by the beſt blood that ever was 
Þbroach'd and beard thee too. Lock on me well: | have 
eat no meat theſe five days; yet, come thou and thy 
Ave men, and if I no not leave you all as dead as a door 
nail, I pray God I may never eat graſs more. 

Iden. Nay, it ſhall ne'er be ſaid, while England ſtands, 
That Alexander Iden, an eſquire of Kent, 

Took odds to combat a poor famiſh'd man. 

Oppoſe thy ſtedfaſt-gazing eyes to mine, 

See if thou canſt out- face me with thy looks. 

Set limb to limb, and thou art far the leſſer: 

Thy hand is but a finger to my fiſt; 

Thy leg a ſtick, compared with this truncheon; 

My foot ſhall fight with all the ſtrength thou haſt; | 
And if mine arm be heaved in the air, | 
Thy grave is digg'd already in the earth. 

As for more words, whoſe greatneſs anſwers words, 
Let this my ſword report what ſpeech forbears, 

Cade, By my valour, the moſt complete champion that 
ever Theard.—Stecl, if thou turn the edge, or cut not 
out the burly-bon'd clown in chines of beef ere thou ſleep 
in thy ſheath, 1 beſeech Jove on my knees, thou may ſt 
be turn'd to hobnaik, [Here they fight. 
O, I am ſlain! famine, and no other hath flain me: 
let ten thouſand devils come againſt me, and give me 
but the ten meals I have loſt, and I'd defy them all. 
Wither, garden; and be henceforth a burying-place to 
all that do dwell in this houſe, becauſe the unconquer'd 
ſoul of Cade is fled. 

Aen. Ist Cade that 1 have ſlain, that monſirous trai- 

tor? 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed, 
And hang thee o'er my tomb, when I am dead: 
Ne'er.ſhall this blood be wiped from thy point; 
But thou ſhalt wear it as 2 herald's coar, 
To emblaze the honour that thy maſter got. 
2 | 5 N 
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Cade. Iden, farewel; and be proud of thy victory; 
Tell Kent from me, ſhe hath loſt her beſt man, and ex- 
hott all the world to be cowards; for I, that never fear'd 
any, am vanquiſh'd by famine, not by valour. [Dies. 

Iden. How much thou wrong'ſt me, heaven be my 

judge. 

Die, damned wretch, the. curſe of her that bare thee ! 
And as I'thruſt thy body in with my ſword, 

So wiſh J, I might thruſt thy ſoul to hell. 

Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels 

Unto a dunghill, which ſhall be thy graye, 

And there cut off thy moſt ungracious head; 

Which 1 will bear in triumph to the king, | 
n thy trunk for crows to feed upon. [Exit, 
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ACT Y. SCENE. I. 


Fields near & Alban's. Enter YORK, attended, with Drum 
Fu and Colowns, 


You, a a a} lance from bis followers, 


Faou Ireland thus comes York, to claim his right, 
And pluck the crown from feeble Henry's head: 
Ring, bells, aloud ; burn, bonfires, clear and bright, 
To entertain great England's lawful king. 
Ah, /ancia majęſſas / who would not buy thee dear: 
Let them obey, that know not how to rule; 
This hand was made to handle nought but gold: 
I cannot give due action to my words, 
Except a ſword, or ſceptre, balance it. 
A ſceptre ſhall it have, have Ia foul; _ S 
On which Pl] toſs the fleur-decluce of France. 
| Enter BUCKINGH AM. 

Whom have we here ? Buckingham, to diſturb me ? 
The king hath ſent him, ſure ; I muſt diſſemble, - 
Buck. Vork, if thou meaneſt well, I greet thee well. 

Vol, L. "0 York, 


— 


170 SECOND. PART OF ART, 


York, Humphrey of Buckingham, I * thy greet» 
ing. 
Art thou a meſſenger, or come of pleaſure ? ' 

Buck. A meſſenger from Henry, our dread liege, 
To know the reaſon of theſe arms in peace; 

Or why, thou being a ſubject as I am— 

Againſt thy eath and true allegiance ſworn, 
Should'ſt raiſe ſo great a power without his leave, 
Or dare to bring thy force ſo near the court ? 

York. Scarce can I ſpeak, my choler is ſo great. 

Oh, I could hew up rocks, and fight with flint, 

I am ſo angry at theſe abject terms; 

And now, like Ajax Telamonius, 

On ſheep and oxen could I ſpend my fury ! 

Jam far better born than is the king; 

More like a king, more kingly in my thoughts: 
But I muſt make fair weather yet a while, | 
Till Henry be more weak, and I more ſtrong. 
O Buckingham! | pr'ythee, pardon me, \ 
'That I have given no anſwer all this while ; 

My mind was troubled with deep melancholy, 
The cauſe why I have brought this army hither, 
Is to remove proud Somerſet from the king, 
Seditious to his grace, and to the ſtate. 

Buck. That is too much preſumption on thy part: 
But if thy arms be te no other end, 

The king bath yielded unto thy demand, 
The duke of Somerſet is in the Tower. 

York. Upon thine honour, is he priſoner ? 

Buck, Upon mine honour, he is priſoner. 

York, Then, Buckingham, I do diſmiſs my powers.— 
Soldiers, I thank you all; diſperſe yourſelves; 
Meet. me to-morrow in Saint George's field, 

You ſhall have pay, and every thing you wiſh, — 
And let my fovereign, virtuous Henry, 
Command my eldeſt ſon—nay, all my ſong— 

As pledges of my fealty and love, 

I'll ſend them all as willing as I live; 

Lands, goods, horſe, armour, any thing I have 
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Is his to uſe, ſo Somerſet may die. | 
Buck, York, I commend this kind ſubmiſſion 4 


We twain will go into his highneſs' tent. [ Exeunt. 


Enter King Henry, and Attendants. 
X. Henry. Buckingham, doth York intend no harm to 
us, 
That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm! 7 
vrk. In all ſubmiſſion and humility, 
York doth preſent kimſelf unto your highneſs. 
R. Henry, Then what intend theſe ret. thou doſt 
bring ? 
Herb. To heave the traitor Somerſet 55 e 
And fight againſt that monſtrous rebel, Cade, 
Whom ſince I hear to be diſcomſited. 
i Enter IBEN, with CaDt's Head. 
Iden. It one fo rude, and of ſs mean condition, 
May paſs into the preſence of a king, 
Lo, I preſent your grace a traitor's head, 
The head of Cade, whom I in combat ſlew. 
K. Henry. The head of Cade {Great voy how 22 
: art thou. 
O, let me view his viſage being 44. 
That living wrought me ſuch exceeding trouble, 
Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that flew him? 
Iden. I was, an't like your majeſty. 
K. Henry, How art thou call'd ? and what is thy de- 
gree? 
Iden. Alexander Iden, that's my name; 
A poor efquire of Kent, that loves the king, 
Buck. So pleaſe it you, my lord, twere not amiſs 


He were created knight for his good ſervice. Ys 
EK. Henry. Iden, kneel down; "aq &neels.) Riſe b 8 
knight. | 


We give thee for reward a thouſand marks; 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 
Laden. May Iden live to merit ſuch a bounty, 
And never live but true unto his liege ! | 
K. Henry. See, Buckingham! rare comes wh the 
queen; 
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Go, bid her hide him quickly from the duke. 
Enter Queen MARGARET and SOMERSET. 
©. Mar. For thouſand Ty" he ſhall not hide his 
head, | 
But boldly ſtand, and front him to his ſure 
York. How now! is Somerſet at liberty? 
Then, Vork, unlooſe thy long- impriſon'd thoughts, 
And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart. 
Shall I endure the ſight of Somerfet. - 
Falſe king! why haſt thou broken faith with me, 
Knowing how hardly I can brook abuſe ? 
King did [I call thee ? no, thou art not king; 
Not fit to govern and rule multitudes, 
Which dar'ſt not, no, nor canſt not rule a traitor. 
That head of thine doth not become a crown; 
Thy hand is made to graſp a palmer's ſtaff, 
And not to grace an awful princely ſceptre. 
That gold muſt round engirt theſe brows of mine; 
Whoſe ſmile and frown, like to Achilles ſpear, 
Fs able with the change to kill and cure. 
Here is a hand to hold a ſceptre up, | 
And with the ſame to act controlling laws, 
Give place; by heaven, thou ſhalt rule no more 
O'er him, whom heaven created for thy ruler. 70 
Som. O monſtrous traitor ] arreſt thee, York, 
Of capital treaſon *gainſt the king and crown: 
Obey, audacious traitor; kneel for grace. 
York. Sirrah, call in n ſons to be my bail.— 
[ Exit an Attendant. 
Wouldſt have me knee}? firſt Jet me aſk of theſe, 
If they can brook I bow a knee to man.— 
I know, ere they will let me go to ward, 
They'll pawn their ſwords for my enfranchiſement. 
9. Mar. Call hither Clifford; bid him come amain, 
To ſay, if that the baſtard boys of Vork ; 
Shall be the ſurety for their traitor father. 
York. O blood - beſpotted Neapolitan, 
Out · caſt of Naples, England's bloody ſcourge! 
The ſons of York, thy betters in their birth, 


Shan 
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Shall be their father's bail; and bane to thoſe 
That for my furety will refuſe the boys. 
| : Enter EDWARD and RICHARD. 
See, where they come; I'll warrant they'll make it good. 
Enter CLirrorD. 
©. Mar. And here comes Clifford to deny their bail. 
Clif. Health and all happineſs to my lord the king ! 
[ Kineels, 
York, We thank thee, Clifford ; Say, what news with 
thee ? 
Nay,. do not fright us with an angry look : 
We are thy ſovereign, Clifford, kneel again; 
For thy miſtaking ſo, we pardon thee. 
Clif. This is my king, York, I do not miſtake: 
But thou miſtak'ſt me much, to think I do :— 
To Bedlam with him! is the man grown mad? 


K. Henry. Ay, Clifford; a bedlam and ambitious . 


mour 
Makes him oppoſe himſelf againſt his king. 
Clif. He is a traitor ; let him to the Tower, 
And crop away that factious pate of his. 
9. Mar. He is arreſted, but will not obey; 
His ſons, he fays, ſhall give their words for him, 
York. Will you not, ſons? 
E. Plan. Ay, noble father, if our words will ſerve. 
R. Plan. And if words will not, then our weapons 
ſhall. _— 
Clif. Why, what a brook of traitors have we here? 
York. Look in a glaſs, and call thy image ſo ; 
Jam thy king, and thou a falſe-heart traitor,— 
Call hither to the ſtake my two brave bears, 
That, with the very ſhaking of their chains, 
They may aſtoniſh theſe ſell lurking curs : 
Bid Saliſbury, and Warwick, come to me. 


* 


Drums, Enter A Earls of WARWICK and SALISBURY. 
_ Clif. Are theſe thy bears? we'll bait thy bears to 
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And manacle the bear-ward in their chains, 
If thou dar'ſt bring them to the baiting-place. 
K. Plan. Oft have I ſeen a hot o'er-weening cur 
Run back and bite, becauſe he was with- held; 
Who, being ſuffer'd with the bear's fell paw, 
Hath clapp'd his tail between his legs, and cry'd : 
And ſuch a piece of ſervice will you do, . 
If you oppole yourſelves to match lord Warwick. 
Clif. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigeſted lump, 
As crooked in thy manners as thy ſhape ! 
York. Nay, we ſhall heat you thoroughly anon. 
_ Clif. Take heed, left by * heat you burn yours 
ſelves. -. 
K. Henry. Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot to 
bow f— 
Old Saliſbury—ſhame to thy ſilver hair, 
Thou mad mis- leader ot thy brain- ſick fon !— 
What, wilt thou on thy drath- bed play the ruffian, 
And ſeek ſor ſorrow with thy ſpectacles ?— 
Oh, where 1s faith ? oh, where is loyalty ? 
If it be baniſh'd from the froſty head, 1 
Where ſhall it find a harbour in the earth? 
Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, 
And ſhame thine honourable age with blood? 
Why art thou old, and want'it experience? 
Or wherefore doit abuſe it, if thou haſt it ? 
For ſhame! in duty bend thy knee to me, 
That bows unto the grave with mickle age. 
Sal. My lord, I have conſider'd with myſelf 
The title of this moſt renowned duke; 
And in my confcience do repute his gzace 
The rightful heir te England's royal ſeat. 
K. Henry. Haſt thou not ſworn allegiance unto me? 5 
Sal. I have. 
K. Henry. Canſt thou diſpenſe with heaven for ſuch an 
oath ? 
Sal. It is great fin, to ſwear unto a ſin ;, 
But greater fin, to keep a ſinful oath. 
Why can be bound by any ſolemn vow 
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To do a murderous deed, to rob a man, 3 
To force a ſpotleſs virgin's chaſtity, 
To reave the orphan of his patrimony, 
To wring the widow from her cuſtom'd right; 
And have no other reaſon for this wrong, 
But that he was bound by a ſolemn oath ? 

Q. Mar, A ſubtle traitor needs no ſophiſter. 


K. Henry. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm, him- | 


ſelf. 
York, Call Buckingham, and all the friends thou haſt, 
I am reſolv'd for death, or dignity. 


O Clif. The firſt. ! 1 warrant thee, if dreams prove 


true. ; 17 

War. You were beſt cot to bed, and dream again, 
To keep thee from the tempeſt of the field. 

Old Clif. I am reſolv'd to bear a greater ſtorm, 
Than any thou canſt conjure up to-day ; 
And that I'll write upon thy burgonet, 
Might I but know thee by thy houſe's badge. 

War. Now by my father's badge, old Nevil's creſt, 


The rampant bear chain'd to the ragged ſtaff, 
This day I'll wear aloft my burgonet 
As on a mountain top the cedar ſhews, 
That keeps his leaves in ſpite of any ſtorm), - 
Even to affright thee with the view thereof. | 
Old Clif. And from thy burgonet 11] rend thy bear, 
And tread it under foot with all contempt, 
Deſpight the bear- ward that protects the bear. 
Y. Clif. And ſo to arms, victorious noble father, 
To quell theſe traitors, and their complices. | 
R. Plan. Fie! charity, for ſhame ! ſpeak not in ſpite, 
For you ſhall ſup with J Chrift to-night. | 
T. Clif. Foul ſtigmatick, that's more us thou eanſt 
"elk 


K. Plan. If not in heaven, you'll ſurety ſap in hell, 
Een: ſeverally, 
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SCENE III. 


The Field of Battle at Saint Alban's, Enter WakRwrck. 


War. Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwick calls! 
And if thou doſt not hide thee from the bear, 
Now—when the angry trumpet ſounds alarm, 

And dead men's cries do fill the empty air— 
Clifford, I ſay, come forth, and fight with me! 
Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick i is hoarſe with calling thee to rind, 
85 Enter Lo RR. 4 
How now, my noble lord? what, all a-foot ? 

York. The deadly-handee Clifford flew my ſteed: 
But match to match have encounter'd him, 
And made a prey for carrion kites and crows 
Even of the bonny beaſt he lov'd ſo well. 

Enter CLirroRD, | 
War. Of one or both of us the time is come. 
Tork. Hold, Warwick, ſeek thee out ſome other chace, 
For I myſelf muſt hunt this deer to death. 
War. Then, nobly, Vork; tis for a crown thou 
fight ſt - 
As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day, 
It * my ſoul to leave the unaſſail'd. 
[Ext WARWICK. 

Ct if. What ſeeſt thou in me, York? why doſt thou 

pauſe ? 

Terz. With thy brave bearing ſhould I be in love, 

But that thou art ſo faſt mine enemy. 

Clif. Nor ſhould thy proweſs want praiſe and eſteem, 
But that tis ſhewn ignebly, and in treaſon. 

York. So let it help me now againſt thy ſword, 

As 1 in juſtice and true right expreſs it 
Clif. My ſoul and body on the action both! 
York. A dreadful lay !—addreſs thee inſtantly. 
[ Fight, and CLirronD falls. 


Clif. Lo . couronne les euvres,  [Dies. 
York. 


/ 
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York, Thus war hath given thee peace, for thou art 
„ MY, 1 5 
Peate with his ſoul, heaven, if it be thy will! [ Exit. 
Enter Young CLIFFORD. 
7. Clif. Shame and confufion ! all is on the rout $ 

Fear frames diſorder, and diſorder wound 

Where it ſhould guard. O war, thou Ton of hell, 

Whom angry heavens do make their miniſter, 

Throw in the frozen boſoms of our part 

Hot coals of vengeance Let no ſoldier fly; 

He that is truly dedicate to war, 

Hath no ſelf-love ; nor he, that loves himſelf, 

Hath not eſſentially, but by circumſtance, 

The name of valour.—O, let the vile world end, 

- PTSteing bis dead Father, 

And the premiſed flames of the laſt day 

Knit earth and heaven together ! 

Now let the general trumpet blow his blaſt, . 

Particu larities and petty ſounds | 

To ceaſe !==—Waſt thou ordain'd, dear ſather, 

To loſe thy youth in peace, and to achieve 

The ſilver livery of adviſed age; | I 
And, in thy reverence, and thy chair-days, thus 5 
To die in ruſhan battle? Even at this fight, 

My heart is turn'd to ſtone: and, while tis mine, 
It ſhall be tony. York not our old men ſpares; ' 
No more will I their babes: tears virginal 
Shall be to me even as the dew to fire; 

And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims, 

Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. | ,; 
Henceforth, I will not have to do with pity ; 1 
Meet I an infant of the houſe of York, J 
Into as many gobbets will 1 cut it, 4 
As wild Medea young Abſyrtus did s - | k 
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In cruelty will I ſeek out my fame. | | | * 

Come, thou new ruin of old Clifford's houſe; 0 
[ Taking up the Body. 

As did ZEneas old Anchiſes bear, - — 
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So bear I thee upon my manly ſhoulders: 
But then ZAneas bare a living load, 
Nothing ſo heavy as theſe woes of mine. [Fxit. 


Enter RICHARD PLANTAGENET, and SOMERSET, 2 fight. 

K. Plan. So, lie thou there 5 

[SOMERSET i billed, 

For, underneath an ale-houſe' paltry ſign, 
The Caſtle in ſaint Alban's, Somerſet 
Hath made the wizard famous in his death 
Sword, hold thy temper; heart, be wrathful ſtill: 
Prieſts pray for enemies, but princes kill, [ Exit, 


Fight, .. Enter King HxxRV, Luer Man- 
GARET, and others 


E. Mar. Away, my lord, you are flow : for ſhame, 
away | 
X. Henry. Can we out-run the heavens ? good Mar- 
garet, ſtay, ' 
Q. Mar. What are you made of ? you'll n nor 115 nor 
fl | | 
Now is it 3 wiſdom, and defence, 
To give the enemy way: and to ſecure us 
By what we _ which can no more but fly. 
| Alarum afar i 
If you be tz'en, we then ſhould ſee the bottom 
Of all our fortunes: but if we haply ſcape 
(As well we may, if not through your neglect) 
We ſhall to London get; where you are lov'd; 
And where this breach, now in our fortunes made, 
May readily be ſtopp'd. 
: Enter Young CLIFFORD. 
Clif. But that my heart's on future miſchief ſet, 
T would ſpeak blaſphemy ere bid you fly ; 
But fly you muſt ; uncurable diſcomfit 
Reigns in the hearts of all our preſent parts, 
Away, for your relief! and we will live 
To ſee their day, and them our fortune give: . 
Away, my lord, away! [ Exeunt, 
| : SCENE 
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SCENE 117, 


Alarum. Retreat, Enter Lokk, Ricuard PLANTAGE- 
NET, WARWICK, and Soldiers, with Drum and Colours, 


York. Of Saliſbury, who can report of him; 
That winter lion, who, in rage, forgets - 
Aged contuſions and all bruſh of time ; 
And, like a gallant in the brow of youth, 
Repairs him with occaſion ? this happy day 
Is not itſelf, nor have we won one nt. 
If Saliſbury be loſt. 
R. Plan, My noble father, 
Three times to-day I holp him to his horſe, 
Three times beſtrid him ; thrice I led him off, 
Perſuaded him from any further act: 
But ſtill, where danger Was, ſill there I met him; 
And like rich hangings in a homely houſe, 
So was his will in his old feeble body, 
But noble as he is, look where he comes. 


Enter SALISBURY. 


Sal. Now, by my ſword, well haſt thou fought to-day ; 
By the maſs, ſo did we all.—l thank you, Richard: 
God knows how long it is I have to live; 
And it hath pleas'd him, that three times to-day 
You have defended me from imminent death.— 
Well, lords, we have not got that which we have; 
Tis not enough our foes are this time fled, 
Being oppoſites of ſuch repairing nature. 4b 
York. I know, our ſafety is to follow them; 
For, as I hear, the king is fled to London, 
To call a preſent court of parliament. 
Let us purſue him, ere the writs go forth :— 
What ſays lord Warwick, ſhall we after them ? 
War. After them ! nay, before them, if we can. 
Now by my hand, lords, 'twas a 4 888 days 
2 \ Saint 
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Saint Alban's battle, won by famous York, 

Shall be eterniz'd in all age to come. 

Sound, drums and trumpets;—and to London all; 

And more ſuch days as theſe to us befall ! [ Exeunt, 
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King Henry the Sixth. 

Edward, Prince of Wales, his Son. 

Duke of Somerſet, 1 

Earl of Nortbumberland, | | 
TF 
Earl of Weſtmoreland, Rs 

Lord C lifford, 

Richard, Duke of York. | wg 

Edward, Earl of March, afterwards King, 

George, Duke of Clarence, 

Richard, Duke of Gloceſter, þ his _—_ 
— Earl of Rutland, * 

Duke of Nor foll, | 

Marquis of Montague, 

| Earl of Warwick, 
Earl of Saliſbury, 
Earl of — 
Lord Haſtings, 
Lord Stafford, | 
Sir Jobn Mortimer e IAEy: h | 
Sir Hook Mor = Ws Uncles.to the Duke of Vork. 
Lord Rivers, Brother to the Lady Gray. 

Sir John Montgomery, Lievtenant of the Tower. : 
Mayor of York, Sir Fahn Somerville. | 
Humphrey, and Sinkls, two Huntſmen, 

Lewis XI. King of France. 


bol the Duke of York's Party. 


WOMEN. 


Queen Margaret. Bona, Siſter to the French King. 
Lady Gray, afterwards Queen to Edward IV. 


ls and other Attendants on King Henry, and King 
Edward, Fs. 


In Part of the Third AR, the SceNz is laid in France; 
during all the reſt 'of the * in — | 
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ACTI, SCENE T. 


Landon, The Pirliament- Houſe. Alara. Enter Dule-of 
Yorx, Eowanrp, Rich, Norrols, MonTacue, 
Wa RWICK, and gay: with white Roſes in their Hats 


b 
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WONDER, home the king eſcap'd our hands 
York. While we purſu'd the horſemen of the north, 
He flily ſtole away, and left his men: 
Whereat the great lord of Northumberland, 
Whoſe warlike cars could never brook. retreat, | 
Cheer'd up the drooping army; and himſelf, r 
Lord Clifford, and lord-Stafford, all a-breaſt, 
Charg'd our main battle's front, and, breaking in, 
Were by the ſwords of common ſoldiers ſlain. 
Eda. Lord Stafford's father, duke of n. 
Is either ſlain, or wounded dangerouſly : 
1 cleft his beaver with a downright blow; 
T hat this is 8, father, behold his blood. 
[Shewwing bis bloody Sword. 
ont. And, brother, here's the earl of Wilthhire's': 
blood, _ [To WARWiCK, ſbewing his. 
Whom I encounter'd as the battles join'd. 
Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did. 
[ Threvwing down the Dul? of SOMERSET's Head. 
Tord. Richard hath beſt deſerv'd of all my ſons.— | 
Is your grace dead, my lord of Somerſet ? 
Norf. Such hope have all the line of John of Gaunt 
Rich. Thus do 1 hope to ſhake king Henry's head. 
W a, Aud ſo do - Victorious prince of York, 
"WS Before 
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Before I fee thee ſeated in that throne 
Which now the houſe of Lancaſter uſurps, 
I vow by heaven, thefe eyes ſhall never cloſe, 
This is the palace of the fearful king, 
And this the regal ſeat ; poſſeſs it, Vork; 
For this is thine, and not king Henry's heirs. 
York, Aſſiſt me then, ſweet Warwick, and I will; 
For hither are we broken in by force. 
Norf. We'll all affiſt you ; he that flies ſhall die, 
- Yerk. Thanks, gentle Norfolk. Stay by me, my 
| lords ;— 
And, ſoldiers, ſtay, and lodge by me this night. 
War. And, when the king comes, offer him no vio- 
| lence, | 
Unleſs he ſeek to put us out by . 

York. The queen, this day, here holds her parliament; 
But little thinks we ſhall be of her council: ä 
By words, or blows, here let us win our right. 

Rich. Arm'd as we are, let's ſtay within this houſe, 

War. The bloody parliament ſhall this be call'd, 
- Unleſs Plantagenet, duke of York, be king; 
And baſhful Henry depos'd, whoſe-cowardice 
Hath made us by-words to our enemies. 

York. Then leave me not, my lords; be reſolute; 


I mean to take poſſeſſion of my right. 
War. Neither the king, nor he that loves him beſt, 


The proudeſt he that holds up Lancaſter, 
Dares ſtir a wing, if Warwick ſhake his bells, 


In plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares ;j— 
Reſolve thee, Richard; claim the Engliſh crown. 
[WARWICK lead. YORK fo the Threne, who 


ſeats himſclf. 


Enter King Henay, CLieyorp, NonTHUMBERLAND, 
Wes TMORELAND, SEATER: and ws, at the further 
end of the Sta ge. 


K. Henry. My lords, look where the Qurdy rebel ſits, 
Even in the chair of ſtate! kelike, he means 
(Back'd by the power of Warwick, that falſe peer), 
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To aſpire unto the crown, and reign as king. 

Earl of Northumberland, he flew thy father ;— 

And thine, lord Clifford; and you both vow'd revenge 

On him, his ſons, his favourites, and his friends. 

Nortb. If T be not, heavens be reveng'd on me! 
Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in ſteel. 
Weft. What, ſhalt we ſuffer this? let's pluck him down: 

My heart for anger burns, I cannot brook it. 

K. Henry. Be patient, gentle earl of Weſtmoreland, 
Clif. Patience is for poltroons, and ſuch as he: 

He durſt not fit there, had your father liv'd. 

My gracious lord, here in the parliament. | 

Let us aſſail the family of Vork. | 7 
North. Well haſt thou ſpoken, couſin; be it ſo. | 
K. Henry. Ah, know you not, the city favours them, 

And they have troops of ſoldiers at their beck? 

Exe. But, when the duke is ſlain, they'll quickly fly. 
X. Henry. Far be it from the thoughts of OY. 5 
heart, 

To make a ſhambles of the parliament-houſe ! 

Couſin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats, 

Shall be the war that Henry means to uſe.— 

They advance to the Duie, 

Thou factious 9 of Vork, deſcend my throne, 

And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet; 

Jam thy ſovereign. | i 
York. Thou art deceiv'd, I am thine. ; 
Exe. For ſhame, come down ; he made thee duke of | 

| Vork. 2 = 
York. Twas my inheritance, as the kingdom is. 
Exe. Thy father was a traiter to the crown. 
War. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown, 

In following this uſurping Henry. 
Clif. Whom ſhould he follow, but his natural King 5 
War. True, Clifford; and that's Richard, duke ot 
York. 

X. Henry. And ſhall I ſtand, and thou ſirtn my throne 2 q 
Terz. It muſt and ſhall be fo.—Content thyſelf, 1 
War. Be duke of Lancaſter, let him be king. 
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Wef. He is both king and duke of Lancaſter ; 
And that the lord of Weſtmoreland ſhall maintain, 
War. And Warwick ſhall diſprove it. You forget 
That we are thoſe which chas'd you from the field, 
And flew your fathers, and, with colours ſpread, 
March'd through the city to the palace-gates, 
North. No, Warwick, 1 remember it to my grief; 
And, by his ſoul, thou and thy houſe ſhall rue it. 
Weft. Plantagenet, of thee, and theſe thy ſons, 
Thy kinſmen, and thy friends, I'll have more lives, 
Than drops of blood were in my father's veins. 
Cui. Urge it no more; leſt that, inſſead of words, 
I ſend thee, Warwick, ſuch a meſſenger, © 
As ſhall revenge his death, before I ſtir. 
War. Poor Clifford! how I ſcorn his worthleſs threats 
York. Will you, we ſhew our title to the crown ? 
M not, our ſwords ſhall plead it in the field. 
K. Henry. What title haſt thou, traitor, to the crown? 
Thy father was, as thou art, duke of York; 
Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, earl of March 
I am the ſon of Henry the fifth, 1 
Who made the Dauphin and the French to ſtoop, 
And ſeiz'd upon their towns and provinces. 
Par. Talk not of France, ſith thou haſt loſt it all. 
K. Henry. The lord protector loft it, and not I! 
When I was crown'd, [ was but nine months old. 
Rich. You are old enough now, and yet, methinks, you 
loſe 
Father, tear the crown from the uſurper's head. 
Edv. Sweet father, do ſo; fet it on your head. 
Mont. Good brother, as thou lov'ſt and honour'ſt arms, 
Let's fight it out, and not ſtand cavilling thus. 
Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and the king will 
fly. 
York. Sons, peace! 
K. Henry. Peace thou! and give king Henry leave to 
ſpeak. 
War. Plantagenet ſhall ſpeak firſt ;—hear him, lords; 
And be you ſilent and attentive too, 


For 
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For he, that interrupts him, ſhall not live. 
K. Henry. Think'ſt thou, that I will leave my kingly 
throne, | 
Wherein my grandſire, and my father, ſat ? | i 
No : firſt ſhall war unpeople this my realm; 
Ay, and their colours—often borne in France 
And now in England, to our heart's great forrow=- 
Shall be my winding-ſheet,—Why faint you, lords? 
My title's good, and better far than his. 
War. But prove it, Henry, and thou fhalt be king. 
K. Henry. Henry the fourth by conqueſt got the crown. 
York, 'Twas by rebellion againſt his king. 
X. Henry. I know not what to ſay; my title's weak. 
Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir? ? 
York, What then? | 
X. Henry. An if he may, then am I lawful king: 
For Richard, in the view of many lords, 
Reſign'd the crown to Henry the fourth ; 
Whoſe heir my father was, and I am his. 
York, He roſe againſt him, being his ſovereign, 1 
And made him to reſign the crown perforce, 
War. Suppoſe, my lords, he did it unconſtrain d, 
Think you, 'twere prejudicial to the crown ? 
Exe. No; for he could not ſo reſign his crown, 
But that the next heir ſhould ſucceed and reign. 
X. Henry. Art thou againſt us, duke of Exeter? + 
Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. | : 
York. Why whiſper you, my lords, and anſwer not? 
Exe. My conſcience tells me, he is lawful king. 
K. Henry. All will revolt from me, and turn to him, 
North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay'ſt, | 
Think not, that Henry ſhall be ſo depos d. 
War. Depos'd he ſhall be, in deſpight of all. 
North. Thou art deceiv'd: 'tis not thy ſouthern po- 
| er, 
Of Eſſex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent 
Which makes thee thus preſumptuous and proud 
Gan ſet the duke up, in deſpight of me. | 


n 


E 
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Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence: 
May that ground gape, and ſwallow me alive, 
Where I ſhall kneel to him that ſtew my father! 
K. Henry. O Clifford, how thy words revive my heart! 
York, Henry of Lancaſter, reſign thy crown: 
What mutter you, or what conſpire you, lords? 
War. Do right unto this princely duke of Vork; 
Or I will fill the houſe with armed men, 
And, o'er the chair of ſtate, where now he ſits, 
Write up his title with uſur ping blood. 
| He flamps, and the Soldiers ſhew themſclves.. 
K. Henry. My lord of Warwick, hear me but one: 
word; | 
Let me, for this my life-time, reign as king. 
York. Confirm the crown to me, and to mine heirs, 
And thou ſhalt reign in quiet while thou liv'ſt. 
K. Henry. 1 am content: Richard Plantagenet, 
Enjoy the kingdom after my deceaſe, 
Clif. What wrong is this unto the prince your ſon ?* 
War. What good is this to England, and himſelf? 
W-:/3. Baſe, fearful, and deſpairing Henry! 
Clif. How haſt thou injur'd beth thyſelf and us? 
W:/2. I cannot ſtay to hear theſe articles. 
North. Nor I. 
Clif Come, couſin, let's go tell the queen theſe news. 
Weft. Farewel, faint-hearted and degenerate king, 
In whoſe cold blood no ſpark of honour hides. 
North. Be thou a prey unto the houſe of Vork, 
And die in bands for this unmanly deed ! 
Clif. In dreadful war may'ſt thou be overcome! 
Or live in peace, abandon'd, and deſpis'd ! 
[Exeunt NoR TH. CI Ir. ond Wr sT. 
War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them not. 
£xe. They ſeek revenge, and therefore- will not 3885 
X. Henry. Ah, Exeter 
War. Why ſhould you ſigh, my lord? 
X. Henry. Not for myſelf, lord Warwick, but my ſon, 
Whom I unnaturally ſball diſinherit. 


But, 
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But, be it as it may: —! here entail 
The crown to thee, and to thine heirs for ever; 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 
'Fo ceaſe this civil war, and, whilſt I live, 
To honour me as thy king and ſovereign ; and 
Neither by treaſon, nor hoſtility, . 
Fo ſeck to put me down, and reign thyſelf. 
York. This oath I willingly take, and will per form. | 
War. I.ong live king Henry !—Plantagenet, embrace 
him. 
K. Henry. And long live thou, and theſe thy forward 
| ſons ! 
York. Now York and Lancaſter are reconcil'd 
Exe. Accurs'd be he, that ſeeks to make them foes ! 


Here the Lords come forward: 
York. Farewel, my gracious lord; I'll to my caſtle. 


Wear. And l'Il keep London with my ſoldiers. 
Norf. And I to Norfolk, with my followers. | 
Mont. And I unto the ſea, from whence I came. 


 [Exeunt YORK, and his Sons, WARWICK, 
NoRFOLK, aud MoNTAGUE. 


K. Henry. And I, with grief and ſorrow, to the courts 
Enter the Queen, and Prince. 
Exe, Here comes the queen whoſe looks bewray her 


anger; 
Pl ſteal away. 
K. Henry. Exeter, ſo will I. I ⸗CSeing. 
Dueen, Nay, go not from me; I will follow thee. 
K. Henry. Be patient, gentle queen, and I will ſtay. 
Queen. Who cau be patient in ſuch extremes? 
Ah), wretched man! would I had died a maid, 
And never ſeen thee, never borne thee ſon, | 
Seeing thou haſt prov'd fo unnatural a father! 
Hath he deſerv'd to loſe his birth-right thus ? 
Hadſt thou but lov'd him half ſo well as 1; 
Or felt that pain which I did for him once, 
Or nouriſh'd him, as I did with my blood; 
Thou wouldſt have left thy deareſt heart-blood there, 
Rather than made that ſavage duke thine heir, 


And 
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And diſinherited thine only fon. 
Prince. Father, you cannot diſinherit me: 
11 you be king, why ſhould not I ſucceed? . 
X. Henry. Pardon Ras Margatct . me font 
fon ,— 
The earl of We and hs duke, enforc'd me. 
Queen. Enforc'd thee! art thou king, and wilt be 
florc'd? 
I ſhame to hear thee ſpeak, Ah, timorous wretch! 
Thou haft undone thyſelf, thy ſon, and me; 
And given unto the houſe of York ſuch head, 
As thou ſhalt reign but by their ſufferance.. 
To entail him and his heirs unto the crown, 
What is it, but to make thy ſepulchre, 
And creep. into it far before thy time? | 
Warwick is chancellor, and the lord of Calais; | 
Stern Faulconbridge commands the narrow ſeas * 
The duke is made protector of the realm ! 
And yet ſhalt thou be ſafe ? ſuch ſafety finde 
The trembling lamb, environed with wolves, 
Had I been'there, which am a blly woman. 
The ſoldiers ſhould have toſs'd me on their _ 
Before I would have granted to that act. i 
But thou preferr'ſt thy life before thine honour ; i 
And, ſeeing thou doſt, | here di vorce myicii, 
Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed, 
Until that t act of parliament be repeal'd, 
Whereby my fon is diſinherited. 
The northern lords, that have forſworn thy colours,. 
Will follow mine, if once they ſce them ſpread: 
And ſpread they ſhall be ; to thy foul diſgrace, 
And utter ruin of the houſe of York. | 
Thus do] leave thee :—Come, ſon, let's away; 
Our army's ready; come, we'll after them. 
X. Henry. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me ſpeak. 
Queen. Thou haſt ſpoke too much already; get thee: 
7 one. 
K. Henry. Gentle ſon Edward, thou wilt ſtay with me? 
Queen, Ay, to be murder'd by his enemies. 


Prance, 
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Prince. When J return with victory from the field, 
In ſee your grace; *till then, I'll follow her. 
Queen. Come, ſon, away; we may not linger thus. 
[ Exeunt Queen, and Prince. 
K. Henry. Poor queen] how 25275 to me, and to her 
ſon, 
Hath made her break out unto terms of rage 
Reveng'd may the be on that hateful duke: 
Whoſe haughty ſpirit, winged with deſire, 
Will coaſt my crown, and, like an empty eagle, 
Tire on the fleſh of me, and of my fon ! 
The loſs of thoſe three lords torments my heart: 
I'll write unto them, and entreat them fair 
Come, couſin, you ſhall be the meſſenger. 
Exe. Aud l, I hope, ſhall reconcile them all. 
5 | | FExeunt. 


#4 


SCENE II. 


Sandal-Caſlle, near Wakefield, in Y: orkfeire. Enter Er- 
WARD, RICHARD, and MoNTAGUE. | 


Rich. Brother, though I be youngeſt, give me leave. 
£dev. No, I can better play the orator. 
Mont. But I have reaſons ſtrong and forcible. 
Enter the Duke of Lokk. 
York, Why, how now, ſons, and brother, at a ſtrife ? 
What is your quarrel ? how began it firſt ? 
Edw. No quarrel, but a ſweet contention. 
Tork. About what? 
Rich, About that which concerns your grace, and us; 
The crown of England, father, which is your's. 
| York, Mine, boy? not till king Henry be dead. 
Rich, Your right depends not_on his life, or death. 
Edw. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now: 
By giving the houſe of Lancaſter leave to breathe, 
It will out Tun you, father in the end. | 


York.) 
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York. I took an oath, that he ſhould dip rege 
dio. But, for a kingdom, any oath may be broken: 
I'd break a thouſand oaths to reign one year. 
Rich. No; God forbid, your grace ſhould be forfworn, 
Tor. 1 ſhall be, 1f I claim by open war. 
Rich. I'll prove the contrary, if you'll hear me ſpeak. 
York. Thou canſt not, ſon; it is impoſſible. 
Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not took 
Before a true and lawful magiſtrate, e 
That hath authority over him that ſwears: 
Henry had none, but did uſurp the place; 
Then, ſecing twas he that made you to depoſe, 
Four bath, my lord, is vain and frivolous. 
Therefere, to arms: And, father, do but think, 
How ſweet a ching it is to wear a crown; 
Within hoſe circuit is Elyſium, 
And all that poets feign of bliſs and] joy. 
Why do we linger thus ? I cannot reſt, 
Until the white roſe, that I wear, be dy'd 
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry's heart. 
 _ York. Richard, enough; I will be king, or dic 
Brother, thou ſhalt to London preſently, ' 
And whet on Warwick to this enterprize.— 
Thou, Richard, ſhalt to the duke of Norfolk, 
And tell him privily of our intent. | 
You, Edward, ſhall unto my lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentiſhmen will willingly rife : 
In them 1 truſt ; for they are ſoldiers, 
Witty, and courteous, liberal, full of ſpirit. 
While you are thus employ'd, what reſteth more, 
But that I ſeek occaſion how to riſe ; 
And yet the king not privy to my drift, 
Nor any of the houſe of Lancaſter? _ 
| Enter a Me enger. f 
| But, ſtay ; What news? Why com'ſt thou in ſuch voſt ? ? 
Gab. The queen with all the nothern earls and lords, 
Intend here to beſiege you in your caſtle : 
She is hard by with twenty thouſand men; 


| And 


— 


- 
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And therefore fortify your hold, my lord. 
Doré: Ay, with my ſword, What! think*ft 8 that 
| . we fear thein ?— 
Edward and Richard, you ſhall ſtay with me; 
My brother Montague ſhall poſt to 5 : 
Let noble Warwick, Cobham and the reſt, 
Whom we have left protectors of the king, 
With powerful policy ſtrengthen themſelves, 
And truſt not ſimple Henry, nor his oaths. | 
Mont. Brother, | go; I'll win them, fear it not: 
And thus moſt humbly do take my leave. 
[Exit MoNTA OU. 


Enter Sir Joan and Sir Koen MonTimen, 


York. Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine uncles! 
You are come to Sandal in a | happy hour 
The army of the queen means to befiege us. 
Sir Jobn. She ſhail not need, we'll meet her in the 9 
York. What, with five thouſand men! 
Rich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need. 
A woman's general; What ſhould we fear! 
| | {4 March afar of. 
Fifeo. J hear their drums; Let's ſet our men in order 
And iflue forth, and bid them battle ſtraight. | 
Yo:4. Five men to twenty though ths odds be great 
I dvubt not, uncle, of our victory. 
_ Many a battle have I won in France, 
When as the enemy hath been ten to one; 
Why ſhould I not now have the like ſucceſs ? 
| 2 [ Exount. 


& 


— 


SCENE III. 


4 Ful of Battle, beteoixt Samtal-Caftle and auch. | 
Enter RUFLAND, and his Tutor. 2 
Nut. Ah, whither ſhall 1 fly, to *ſcape their hands! 
Ah, tutor ! look, where bloody Clifford comes ! 
Vol. . R : Enter 


* 
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Euter CLirFoRD, . Soldiers. 

Clif. Chaplain, away! thy prieſthood ſaves thy life, 
As for the brat of this accurſed duke | 
Whoſe father flew my father, he ſhall die. 

Tutor. And I, my lord, will bear him company. 
Clif. Soldiers, away, and drag him hence perforce. 
Tutor. Ah, Clifford! murder not this innocent child, 


Leſt meu be hated both of God and man. 
[E xit dragged off; 


ene How now! is he dead already? Or, is it fear, 
/That makes him cloſe his eyes? I'll open them. | 

Rut. So looks the pent · up lion o'er the wretch 
That trembles under his devouring paws 2 
And ſo he walks, inſulting o'er his prey; 

And ſo he comes, to rend his limbs aſunder. 
Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy ſword, 
And not with ſuch a cruel threat'ning look. 
Sweet Clifford, hear me ſpeak before I die; 

I am too mean a ſubject for thy wrath, 

Be thou reveng'd on men, and let me live. 

Clif. In vain thou ſpeak'ſt, poor boy; my father”; 

blood 
Hath ſtopp'd the paſſage where thy city ſhould enter. 
Kut. Then let my father's blood open it again; 
He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 

Clif. Had I thy brethren here, their lives, and thine, 
Were not revenge ſufficient for me: | 
No, if I digg'd up thy forefathers' graves, 

And hung their.rotten coffins up in chains, 

It could not flake mine ire, nor eaſe my heart, 

The fight of any of the houfe of York 

Is as a fury to torment tay ſoul ; 

Aud *till I root out their accurſcd line, 

And leave not one alive, I live in hell. 

Therefore | Lifting his . 

Rut. O let me pray before I take my death: 

To thee I pray; Sweet Clifford, pity me ! | 

Clif. Such pity as my rapier's poipt affords. 


Rt. I never did thee * Why wilt thou flay me? ; 
Cope 
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Ci. Thy father hath. | 4 
Rut. But "twas ere I was born, | 4 

Thou haſt one ſon, for his ſake pity me; 
Leſt, in revenge thereof—ſith God is juſt— x 
He be as miſerably ſlain as J. . oy 
Ah, let me live in priſon all my days; 
And when I give occaſion of offence, 
Then let me die, for now thou haſt no cauſe, | 
C1, No caufe'? 
Thy father ſlew my father; therefore, die, 
[CuirroRD flabs him. ; 
Rut. Dii faciant, laudis ſumma | t iſiatue . Dies. A 
Clif. Plantagenet I come, Plantagenet ! , i 
And this thy ſon's blovd, cleaving to my blade, 


Shall ruſt upon my eapon, till thy blood, 8 
Congeal'd with this, do make me wipe off both, [ Exit. 1 
2 CENE 1 1 

Alarm. Enter Riciann Dule of York. . 

York. The army of the queen hath got the field ; 2 
My uncles both are ſlain iu reſcuing me; 1 
And all my followers to the eager foe | 1 
Turn back, and fly, like ſhips before the wind, 1 
Or lambs purſu'd by hunger. ſtarved wol ves. 6: 
My ſons—God knows what hath bechanced them: 3 
But this I know they have demean'd themſelves 5 
Like men born to renown, by life, or death. * 
Three times did Richard make a lane to me; $ 
And thrice cry'd-—Courage, father ! fight it cut“ E 
And full as oft came Edward to ny fide, 1 
With purple faulchion, painted to the hilt | 
In blood of thoſe that had encounter'd him: '7 


And when the hardieſt warriors did retire, 
Richard cry'd—Charge / and give ne foot of ground 
And cry'd A crown,or elſe a glorious tomb / 
A ſceptre, or an earthly ſepulchre ! 
With this we charg'd again: but, out, alas ! * 
R 2 „ 
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We bodg'd again; as I have ſeen a ſwan 
With bootleſs labour ſwim againſt the tide, 
And ſpend her ſtrength with over-matching waves. 


A. foort Alarum within, 
Ah, hark ! the fatal followers * purſue; 


And ] am faint, and cannot fly their fury: 

And, were I ſtrong, I would not ſhun their fury: 
The ſands are number'd, that make up my life; 
Here muſt I fiay, and here my life muſt end. 


Enter the Queen, CirrrorD, NozTHUMBERLAND, and 
Soldiers. 


Come, bloody Clifford rough Northumberland 
I dare your quenchleſs fury to more rage; 
Jam your butt, and I abide your ſhot. 
North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet. 
Clif. Ay, to ſuch mercy, as his ruthleſs arm, by 
With downright payment, ſhew'd unto my fathes. 
Now Paten hath tumbled from his car, 
And made an evening at the noon-tide prick. 
York, My aſhes, as the phœnix, may bring forth 
A bird that will revenge upon you all: 
And, in that hope, I throw mine eyes to heaven, 
Scorning whate' er you can afflict me with. 
Why come you not? what! multitades, and fear? 
Clif. So cowards fight, when they can fly no further; 
So doves do peck the faulcon's piercing talons ; 
$ deſperate thieves, all hopeleſs of their lives, 
Breathe out in vectives gainſt the officers, 
York. O, Clifford, but bethink thee once again, 
And in thy thought o' er- run my former time: 
And, if thou canſt for bluſhing, view this face; 
And bite thy tongue, that ſlanders him with cowardice, 
Whoſe frown hath made thee faint and fly ere this. 
Clif. l will not bandy with thee word for word; 
Bur buckle with thee blows, twice two for one. 
[ Drazos, 
Dueen. Hold, valiant Clifford ! for a thouſand cauſes, 
I would prolong a while the traitor's life: 


Wreath 
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Wrath makes him deaf: ſpeak, thou, en eb 
North. Hold, Clifford; do not honour him fo much, 
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart : 
What valour were it, when a cur doth; grin, 
For one to thruſt his hand between his teeth, 
When he might ſpurn him with his foot away. ? 
it is war's prize to take all vantages; 
And ten to one is no impeach of valour. 
[They lay Hands on YORK, who fruggher 7b. 
Clif. Ay, ay, ſo ſtrives the woodcock with the gin. 
North. So doth the coney ſtruggle i in the net. 
[Vox R is talen Priſoner. 
York. So triumph thieves upon their conquer'd booty; 
So true men yield, with robbers ſo oe'r-match'd. 
North. What would you grace have done unto hi 
now ? 
Queen. Brave warriors, Clifford, and Northumberland, 
Come make him ſtand upon this mole-hill here: 
That raught at mountains with out-{tretched arms, 
Yer parted. but the ſhadow with his hand, — 
What | was it you, that would be England's king.? 
Was't you, that revell'd in our parliament, 
And made a preachment of your high deſcent ? 
Where are your meſs of ſons, to back you now? 
The wanton Edward, and the luſty George? 
And where's that valiant crook-back prodigy, 
Dicky your boy, that, with his grumbling voice, 
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutints? 
Or, with the reſt, where is your darling Rutland ? 
Look, Vork; I ſtain'd this napkin with the blood 
That valiant Clifford, with his rapier's point, 
Made iſſue from the boſom: of the boy: 
And, if thine eyes can water for his dearh, 
] give thee this to dry thy checks withal. 
Alas, poor Vork! but that l hate hee deadly, 
I ſhould lament thy miſerable ſtate. 
I pr'ythee, grieve to make me merry, Vork. 
What, hath thy fiery heart ſo parch'd thine entrails, 


That not a tear can fall for Rutland's death ?- . 
3 Why 
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Why art thou patient, man? thou ſhouldſt be mad 3 
And l, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus 
Stamp, rave, and fret, that l may ſing and dance. 
Thou wouldit be fee'd, I fee, to make me ſport; 
York cannot ſpeak, unleſs he wear a crown.— 

A crown for Yerk : — and, lords, bow low to him. 
Hold you his hands, whilſt I do ſet it on.— 


* 


[ Putting a Paper Crawn on his Head. 


Ax, marry, Sir, now looks he like a king! 


Ay, this is he that took king Henry's chair; 


And, this is he was his adopted heir. 

But how is it, that great Plantagenet 

Is-crown'd ſo ſoon, and broke his ſolemn oath ? 

As I bethink me, you ſhould not be king, 

Till our king Henry had ſhook hands with death. 

And will you pale your head in Henry's glory, 

And rob his temples of the diadem, 

Now in his life, againſt your holy oath? 

O, 'tis a fault too too unpardonable !— 

Off with the crown; and, with the crown, his head. 

And, whilſt we breathe, take time to do him dead. 
Clif. That is my office, for my father's death. 
Queen Nay, ſtay; let's hear the oriſons he makes. 


York. She-wolf of France, but worſe than wolves or 


France, 


Whoſe tongue more poiſons than the adder's tooth ! 


How ill-belceming is it in thy ſex, 

To triumph, like an Amazonian trull, 

Upon their woes, whom fortune captivates? 

But that thy face is, vizor- like, unchanging, 
Made impudent with uſe of evil deeds, | 
would aſſay, pround queen, to make thee bluſh: 
To tell thee whence thou cam'ſt, of whom deri wd, 


Were ſhame enough to ſhame thee, wert thou net 


ſhameleſs. 3 
Thy father bears the type of king of Naples, 
Of both the Sicils, and Jeruſalem; 
Let not ſo wealthy as an Engliſh yeoman. 


Hath that poor monarch taught thee to infult? 


It 


| 
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It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen: 
Unleſs the adage muſt be verify d 
That beggars, mounted, run th-ir horſe to death. 
Lis beauty, that doth oft make women proud; 
But, God he knows, thy fhare thereof is ſmall : 
'Tis virtue, that doth make them moſt admir'd; 
The contrary doth make thee wonder'd at: 
* Fis government, that makes them ſeem divine; 
The want thereof nrakes thee abominable: 
Thou art as oppoſite to every good, 
As the Antipodes are unto us, 
Or as the ſouth to the ſeptentrion. 
Oh, tygreſs heart, wrapp'd in a woman's hide! 
Mow could'ſt thou Erain the life blood of the child, 
o bid the father wipe his eyes withal, 
And yet be ſeen to bear a woman's face! 
Women are ſoft, mild, pitiful, and flexible: 
Thou ſtern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorſeleſs. 
Bidſt thou me rage? why, now thou haſt thy wiſh-: 
Wouldſt have me weep ? why, now thou haſt_thy will: 
For raging wind blows up inceſſant ſhowers, 
And, when the rage allays, the rain begins. 
Theſe tears are my ſweet Rutland's obſequies; 
And every drop cries vengeance for his death— 
Gainſt thee, fell Cliflord—and thee, falſe French-woman, 
North. Beſhrew me, but his paſſions move me ſo, 
That hardly can I check mine eyes fgom tears. 
York. That face of his the hungry cannibals | 
Would not have touch'd, would ppt have ſtain'd with 
blood : | 
But you are more tend more ee 
O ten times more than tygers cf Hyrcania. 
See, ruthleſs queen, a hapleſs father's tears: | 
This cloth thou dipp'dſt in blood of my ſweet boy, 
And lo! with tears | waſh the bloed away. 
Keep thou the napkin, and go boaſt of this: 
[e gives back the Hardherchief. 
And, if thou tell'f the heavy Rory right, 
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200 THIRD PART of 
Upon my ſoul, the hearers will ſhed tears; 
Yea, even my ſoe will ſhed faſt falling tears, 
And ſay—Alas, it was a piteous deed !— 

There, take the crown, and, with the crown; my curfe; 
And, in thy need, ſuch comfort come to thee, 

As now I reap at thy too crueF hand! 


 Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the Sold; . 


My ſoul to heaven, my blood upon your heads ! 
North. Had he been Nlaughter-man to all my kin, 
F ſhould not for my life but weep with him, 


Fo ſee how inly ſorrow gripes his ſou]. 


Queen. What, weeping ripe, my lord Northumberland? 
Think but upon the wrong he did us all, 
And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 
Clif. Here's for my oath, here's for my father's death, 
[ Stabbing him. 


Queen. And here s to ey our gentle-hearted king. 
[I Stabs bim. 
York. Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God! 


My ſoul flies through theſe wounds to ſeek out thee. 
Dies. 


Dveen, Off with his head, and ſet it on York gates! 
50 York may overlook the town of York. [ Exeunt, 


ACT 11. SCENE. I. 


Near Mortimer Crofe in Wales. A March. Enter E- 
WARD, Richaas, and their * 


1 


I woONDER, how our princely father Tcap'd; 

Or whether he be ſcap'd away, or no, 

From Clifford's and Northumberland's purſuit * 
Had he been ta'en, we ſhould have heard the news: 
Had he been ſlain, we ſhould have heard the news; 


Or, had he icap'd, methinks, we ſhould have heard : 
The 


j 
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The happy tidings of his good eſcape.— 
How fares our brother? why is he foſad ? 
Rich, I cannot joy, until I be reſoly'd. 
Where our Tight valiant father is become. 
I ſaw him in the battle range about; 
And watch'd him, how he fingled Clifford forth.. 
- Methought, he bore him in the thickeſt troop, 
As doth a lion in a herd of neat : 
Or as a bear, encompaſe'd round with dogs; 
Mho having pinch'd a few, and made them ery, 
The reſt ſtand all aloof, and bark at him. 
So far'd our father with his enemies; 
So fled his enemies my warlike ſather ; 
Methinks, tis prize enough to be his ſon. 
See, how the morning opes her golden gates, 
And takes her farewel of the glorious ſun! 
How well reſembles it the prime of youth, 
Trimm'd like a yonker, prancing to his love? 
Eero. Desaie mine cyes, of do i fee rnree fans 
Rich. Three glorious ſuns, each one a perfect ſun; 
Not feparated by the racking clouds, 
But ſever'd in a pale clear - ſhining ſky. 
See, ſee! they join, embrace, and ſeem to kiſs, 
As if they vow'd ſome league inviolable : 
Now are they but one lamp, one light, one ſun. 
In this the heaven figures ſome event. | 
Edw. Tis wondrous ſtrange, the like yet never 1 
of. 
think, it cites us, brother, to the field; 
That we, the ſons of brave Plantagenet, 
Each one already blazing by our meeds, 
Should, notwithſtanding, join our lights together, 
And. over-ſhine the earth, as this the world. 
Whatt'er it bodes, hencefot ward will | bear 
Upon. my target three fair ſhining ſuns. 
Rich, Nay, bear three daughters; —by your leave L 
ſpeak it, 
You love the breeder better than the male. 


Enter 
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Enter a Me 4 : 


But what art thou, whoſe heavy looks fortel 
Some dreadful ſtory hanging on thy tongue ? 
Mef. Ah, one that was æ woful locker on, 
When as the noble duke of York was ſlain, 
Your princely father, and my loving lord. 
£dww, Oh, ſpeak no more! for I have heard too much, 
Rich. Say how he dy'd, for I will hear it all. 
Mef. Environed he was with many foes ; 
And ſtood againſt them, as the hope of Troy 
Againſt the Greeks, that would have enter'd Troy, 
But Hercules himſelf muſt yield to odds; 
And many ſtrokes, thou with a little axe, 
Hew down and fell the hardeſt-timber'd oak, 
By many hands your father was ſubdu'd; 
But only ſlaughter'd by the ireful arm 
Of unrelenting Clifford, and the queen: 
Who crown'd the gracious duke, in high deſpight; 
Langh'd in his face; and, when with grief he wept, 
The ruthleſs queen gave him, to dry his cheeks, 
1 A napkin ſteeped in the harmleſs blood 
| Of ſweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford flain: 
| And, after many ſcorns, many foul taunts, | 
| | They took his head, and on the gates of York 
They ſet the ſame; and there it doth: remain, 
The ſaddeſt ſpeRacle that e' er J view'd. 

Edo. Sweet duke of York, our prop to lean upon; 
Now thou art gone, we have no ſtaff, no'ſtay !— 
Oh Clifford, boiſterous Clifford, thou haſt ſlain 
The flower of Europe for his chivaky ; 

And treacherovſly haſt thou vanquiſh'd him, 

For, hand to hand, he would have vanquiſh'd thee 
Now my ſouls palace is become a priſon : 

Ah, would ſhe break from hence ! that this my body 
Might in the ground be cloſed up in reſt: 

For never henceforth ſhall I joy again, 

Never, O, never, ſhall I fee more joy. 


Nich. 


4 IT. RING HENRY vi. | 203 


Rieh, 1 cannot weep; for all my body's moiſture 
gcarce ſerves to quench my furnace-burning heart: 


Nor can my tongue unload my heart's great burden; 


For ſelf ſame wind, that I ſhould ſpeak withal, 
Is kindling coals, that fire all niy breaſt, 
And burn me up with flames, that tears would quench, 
To weep is to make leſs the depth of grief: 
Tears, then, for babes; blows and revenge, for me 
Richard, I bear thy name, PII 'venge thy death, 
Or die renowned by attempting it. | 
_ Edw. His name that valiant duke hath left with thee ; 
His dukedom and his chair with me is left. 
Rich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's bird, 
Shew thy deſcent by gazing ?gainſt the fun : 
For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom ſay; 
Either that is thine, or elſe thou wert not his. 


March. Enter WARWICK, Marquis of TOR and 
 #beir Army. 
War. How now, fair lords? What fare ? what news 
abroad ? 

Rich. Great lord of Warwick, if we ſhould recount 
Our baleful news, and, at each word's deliverance, 
Stab poniards in our fleſh, till all were told, 
The words would add more anguiſh tban the wounds. 
O valiant lord, the duke of York is ſlain ! 
Ed. O Warwick! Warwick ! that Plantagenet 
Which held thee dearly, as his ſoul's redemption, 
Is by the ſtern lord Clifford done to death. 

War. Ten days ago I drown'd theſe news in tears: 
And now, to add more meaſure to your woes, 
come to tell you things ſince then befall'n. 
After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 
Where your brave father breath'd his lateſt gaſp, 
Tidings, as ſwiftly as the poſts ceuld run, 
Were brought me of your laſs, and hit depart. 
I then in London, keeper of the king, 
Muſter'd my ſoldiers, gather'd flocks of friends, 
And very well a ointed, as 1 thou ht ? 

OY OT rn OM th Alarch - d 
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March'd towards Saint Alban's to intercept the queen, 


Bearing the king in my behalf along; 


For by my ſcouts 1 was advertiſed, 

That ſhe was coming witb a full intent 

To daſh our late decree in parliament, 

Touching king Henry's oath, and your ſucceſſion. 
Short tale to make—we at Saint Alban's met, 
Our battles join'd, and both ſides fiercely fought : 
But, whether 'twas the coldneſs of the king, 
Who look'd full gently on his warlike queen, 
That robb'd my ſoldiers of their heated ſpleen ; 
Or whether 'twas repart of her ſucceſs; 

Or more than common fear of Clifford's rigour, 
Who thunders to his captives—blood and death, 
cannot judge: but, to conclude with truth, 
Their weapons like to lightning came and went ; 
Our ſoldiers'—like the night-owl's lazy flight, 
Or like an idle threſher with a flail— 

Fell gently down, as if they ſtruck their friends. 
I cheer'd them up with juſtice.of the cauſe, 
With promiſe of high pay, and great rewards : 
But all in vain; they had no hgart to fight, 
And we, in them, no hope to win the day, 
Sothat we fled; the king, unto the .queen ; 

Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and myſelf, 
In haſte, poſt haſte, are come to join with you; 
For in the marches here, we heard, you were, 
Making another head to fight again. 

Edo. Where is the duke of Norfolk, nds Warwick ? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 

War. Some ſix miles off the duke is with his power: 
And for your brother—he was lately ſent 
From your kind aunt, ducheis of Burgundy, 

With aid of ſoldiers to this needful war. 

Rich. Twas odds, belike, when valiant Warwick fled: 
Oft have I heard his praiſes in purſuit, 
But ne'er, till now, his ſcandal of retire, 

Har. Nor now my ſcandal, Richard, doſt thou hear ; 
For thou ſhalt know, this ſtrong right hand of mine 

| 1 Can 
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Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry's head, 
And wring the awful ſceptre from his filt ; 
Were he as ſamous and as bold in war, n 
As he is fam'd for mildneſs, peace, and prayer. 


> 


Rich, I know it well, lord Warwick: blame me not; 


Lis love 1 bear thy glories makes me ſpeak. * 
But, in this troublous time, what's to be done ? 
Shall we go throw away our coats of ſteel, 
And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns, 
Numb'ring our Ave-Maries with our beads ? 
Or ſhall we, on the helmets of our foes, 
Tell our devotion with revengeful arms? 
U for the laſt, fay—Ay, and to it, lords. 
War. Why, therefore Warwick came to ſeek you out; 

And therefore comes my brother Montague. 
Attend me, lords. The proud inſulting queen, 
With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 
And, of their feather, many more proud birds, _ 
Have wronght the caſy-melting king like wax. 
He ſwore conſent to your ſucceſſion, 
His oath enrolled in the parliament z 
And now to London all the crew are gone, 
To fruſtrate both his oath, and what beſide 
May make againſt the houſe of Lancaſter. 
Their power, I think, is thirty thouſand ſtrong : 
Now, if the help of Norfolk, and myſelf, 
With all the friends that thou, brave earl of March, 
Amongſt the loving Welſhmen canſt procure, 
Will but amount to five and twenty thouſand, 
Why, Via to London will we march amain; 
And once again beſtride our foaming ſteeds, 
And once again cry Charge upon the foe ! 
But never once again turn back, and fly. 

' Rich. Ay now, methinks, I hear great Warwick ſpeak : 
Ne'er may he live to ſee a ſun-ſhine day, 
That cries—Retire, when Warwick bids him ſtay. 

Edo. Lord Warwick, on thy ſhoulder will I lean ; 
And when thou fail it (as God forbid the hour!) 
Muſt Edward fall, which peril heaven foreſend! 
TeV: 8 ; | Har, 
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War. No longer earl of March, but duke oſ Vork; 
The next degree is, England's royal king: 
For king of England ſhalt thou be proclaim'd 
In every borough as we paſs along; 
And he, that caſts not up his cap for joy, 


Shall for the offence make forfeit of his head. 
King Edward—valiant Richard Montague 


Stay we no longer dreaming of renown, 
But ſound the trumpets, and about ow taſk, 
Rich. Then, Clifford, were thy heart as hard as ſteel, 


(As thou haſt ſhewn it flinty by thy deeds) 
J come to pierce it—or to give thee mine. 


Edw. Then ſtrike up, drums; God, and faint George, 
for us! 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Mar. How now? what news? 
A/. The duke of Norfolk ſends you word by me, 
The queen is coming with a puiſſant hoſt ; 
And craves your company, for ſpeedy counſel, 


War. Why chen it forts, brave warriors : Let's away. 
D Exeunt. 


1— 
e * R * 


SCENE II. 


Tork. Titer King HENRY, the Queen, the Prince of 
WaLEts, CLIFFORD, and NORTHUMBERLAND, 0114 
Forces. 6 ; 

Queen. Welcome, my lord, to this brave town of York, 

Vonder's the head of that arch enemy, 


That fought to be encompaſs'd with your crown: 
Doth not the object cheer your hearr, my lord? 


K. Henry. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that fear their 


wreck j— 
To ſee this fight, it irks my very ſoul, 
Witthold revenge, dear God! 'tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly have I infring'd my vow. 
Clif. My gracious liege, this too much lenity, 
| And 
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And harmful pity, muſt be laid aſide. 
To whom do lions caſt their gentle looks? 
Not to the beaſt that would uſurp their den, 
Whoſe hand is that, the foreſt bear doth lick ? 
Not his, that ſpoils her young before her ſace. 
Who *ſcapes the lurking ſerpent's mortal ſting ? 
Not he, that fets his foot upon. hcr back. / 
The ſmalleſt worm will turn, being trodden on; 
And doves will peck, in ſafeguard of their brood. 
Ambitious York did level at thy crown, 
Thou ſmiling, while he knit his angry brows : 
He, but a duke, would have his ſon a king, 
And raiſe his iſſue, like a loving fire; 5 1 
Thou, being a king, bleſt with a goodly fon, 
Didſt yield confent to diſinherit him, 1 
Which argued thee a moſt unleving father. 
Unreaſonable creatures feed their young: 
And though man's face be fearful to their eyes, 
Vet, in protection of their tender ones, 
Who hath not ſeen them, (even with thoſe wings 
Which ſometime they have us'd m fearful flight) 
Make war with him that climb'd unto their neſt, 
Offering their own lives in their young's delence ? 
For ſhame, my liege, make them your precedent ! 
Were it not pity, that this goodly boy 
Should loſe his birth-right by his father's fault; 
And long hereafter ſay unto his child 
Fi bat my g rrut- grandfuther and prand/ire got, 
My careleſs father fondly gave away /! 
Ab, what a ſhame were this! Look en the boy; 
And let his manly face, which promiſeth | 
Succeſsful fortune, ſteel thy melting heart, 
To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him. 
K. Henry. Full well hath Clifford play'd the orator, 
Inferring arguments of mighty force. 
But, Clifford, tell me, didſt thou never hear 
That things ill got had ever bad ſucceſs ? 
And happy always was it for that ſon, 
Whoſe father for his hoarding went to hell? 
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You promis'd knighthood to. our forward fon; 


The queen hath beſt ſucceſs when you.are abſent, 


I'll leave my ſon my virtuous. deeds behind; 

And *would my father had left. me no more ! 

For all the reſt is held at ſuch a rate, 

As brings a thouſand fold more care to keep, 

Than in poſſeſſion any jot of pleaſure. 

Ah, couſin York ! 'would thy beſt friends did know 

How it doth grieve me that thy head is here ! 
Queen. My lord, cheer up your ſpirits; our foes are 

nigh, 
And this ſoft courage makes your followers faint. 


Unſheath your ſword, and dub hint eee 
Edward, kneel down. 

X. Henry. Edward Plantagenet, ariſe a knight; 
And learn this leſſon- Draw thy ſword in right. 

Prince. My gracious father, by your ing leave, 
I'!t draw it as apparent to the crown, 
And in that quarrel uſe it to the death. 

Clif. Why, that is ſpoken like a toward prince. 

Enter a Me enger. 

M.. Royal commanders, be in readineſs: 
For, with a band of thirty thouſand men, 
Comes Warwick, backing of the duke of Vork; 
And, in the towns as they do march along, 
Proclaims him king, and many fly to him: 
Darraign your battle, for they are at hand. 

Clif. I would your highneſs would depart the field; 


Queen. Ay, good my lord, and leave us to our fortune. 
K. Heury. Why, that's. my fortune too; therefore Il 
ſtay. 
North. Be it with reſolution then.t to ſight. 
Prince. My royal father, cheer theſe noble lords, 
And hearten thoſe that fight in your defence : 
Unfheath your ſword, good. father; cry, Saint George / 


March. Enter EnwarD, CLARENCE, RicuarD, WAx- 
WICK, NoRFOLK, MonTAGUE, and Soldiers. 


dau. Now, perjur'd Henry! wilt thou kneel for gracz, 
| And 
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And ſet thy diadem upon my head; | 
Or bide the mortal fortune of the field ? 
Queen. Go rate thy minions, proud inſulting boy! 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms, 
Before thy ſovereign, and thy lawful king? 
Edo. I am his king, and he ſhould bow his knee; 
I was adopted heie by his conſent | | 
Sinee when, his oath is broke; for, as I hear, 
You—that are king, though he do wear the crown 
Have caus'd him, by new act of parliament, 
To blot out me, and put his own ſon in. 
Clif. And reaſon too; 
Who ſhould ſucceed the father, but the ſon ? 
Rich. Art thou there, butcher ?—O, I cannot ſpeak! 
Clif. Ay, crook-back ; here I ſtand, to anſwer dns 
Or any he the proudeſt of thy ſort. 
Rich, Twas you that kill'd young Rutland, was it not? 
Clif. Ay, and old Vork, and yet not ſatisfy'd. 
Rich. For God's ſake, lords, give ſignal to the fight. 
War. What ſay'ſt chou, Henry, wilt thou yield the 
crown ? 


Ducen, Why, bow now, long-tongu'd Warwick? dare 


you ſpeak ? 
When you and I met at Saint Alban's laſt, 
Your legs did better ſervice than your hands. 
War. Then 'twas my turn to fly, and now 'tis thine. 
Clif. You ſaid ſo much before and yet you fled. 
War. Twas not your valour, Clifford, drove me thence, 


North. No, nor your manhood, that durſt make you 


ſta 

Rich, N 3 hold thee reverently;— 
Break off the parley; for ſcarce | can refrain 
The execution of my big-ſwoln heart 
Upon that Clifford there, that cruel child-killer. 

Clif. I flew thy father; Call'ſt thou him a child ? 

Rich. Ay, like a daſtard, and a treacherous coward, 
As thou didſt kill our tender brother Rutland; 
But, ere ſun-ſct, I'll make thee curſe the deed. 


83 K. Henty. 
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X. Henry. Have done with words, my lords, and hear 
me ſpeak. ; 
Oveen. Defy them then, or elſe hold cloſe thy lips. 
K. Henry. | pr'ythee, give no limits to my os; ; 
F am a king, and privileg'd to ſpeak, 
_ Clif. My liege, the wound, that bred this meeting N 
Cannot be cur'd by words; therefore be ſtill. 
Rich. Then, executioner, unſheath thy ſword ; 
By him that made us all, I am refolv'd, 
That Clifford's manhood lies upon his tongue. 
Edw. Say, Henry, ſhall I have my right, or no? 
A thouſand men have broke their ſaſts to-day, 
That ne'er ſhall dine, unleſs thou yield the crown. 
War, If thou deny, their blood upon thy head; 
For Vork in juſtice puts his armour on. 

Prince. If that be right, which Warwick ſays is right, 
There is no wrong, but every thing is right. | 
Rich. Whoever got thee, there thy mother ſtands; 
For, well I wot, thou haſt thy mother's tongue. 5 
Queen. But thou art neither like thy fire, nor dam; 

But like a foul mis-ſhapen ſtigmatick, 
Mark'd hy the deſtinies to be avoided, 
As venom'd toads, or lizards dreadful ſtings.. 

_ Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Engliſh gilt, 
Whoſe father bears the title of a king 

(As if a channel ſhould be call'd the ſea), 
Sham'ſt thou not, kuowing whence thou art extraught, 
To let thy tongue detect thy baſe born heart? 

Edw. A wilp of ſtraw were worth a thouſand crowns, 

To make this ſhameleſs callat know herſelf, — 
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 

Although thy huſband may be Menelaus; 
And ne'er was Agamemnon's brother wrong'd 
By that falſe woman, as this king by thee. 
His father revell'd in the heart of France, 
And tam'd the king, and made the dauphin ſtoop ;, 
And, had he match'd according to his ſtate, 

He might have kept that glory to this day: 

But, when he took a beggar to his bed, 
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And grac'd thy poor ſire with his bridal day; 
Even then that ſun- ſhine brew'd a ſhower for him, 
That waſh'd his father's fortunes forth of France, 
And heap'd ſedition on his crown at home. 
For what hath broach'd this tumult, but thy pride? 
Hadſt thou been meek, our title ſtill had ſlept; 
And we, in pity of the gentle king, 
Had ſlipp'd our claim until another age. 

Cla. But, when we ſaw our ſun- ſhine made thy Fr] 
And that thy ſummer bred us no increaſe, 
We ſet the axe to thy uſurping root: 
And though the edge has ſomething hit ourſelves, 
Vet, know thou, ſince we have begun to ſtrike, 
We'll never leave, *till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bath'd thy growing with our heated bloods. 
Edo. And, in this reſolution, I defy thee; 
Not willing any further conference, 
Since thou deny'ſt the gentle king to ſpeak.— 
Sound trumpets let our bloody colours wave !— 
And either victory, or elſe a grave. 

Queen. Stay, Edward: 

Edv. No, wrangling woman, I'Il no longer ſtay: 
Thy words will. coſt ten thouſand lives to-day. [ Exeunt; 


SCENE III. 


| A. Field of Baitle, at Ferrybridge in Torłſtire. Alarum. Ex» 
curfions, Enter WARWICK. 
War. Forſpent with toil, as runners with a race, 
I lay me down a little while to breathe 
For ſtrokes receiv'd, and many blows repaid, 
Have robb'd my ſtrong- knit finews of their ſtrength,, 
And, ſpight of ſpight, needs muſt I reſt a while. 
| Enter EDWARD, running. 
Edu. Smile, gentle heaven! or ſtrike, ungentle death! 
For this world frowns, and Edward's ſun is clouded, 
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War. How now, my lord? ? what hap ? what hope of 
good? 
Enter CLARENCE, 
Cla. Our hap is loſs, our hope but ſad deſpair ; 
Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us : 
What counſel give you? whither ſhall. we fly? 
Ed. Bootleſs is flight, they follow us with wings. 
And weak we are, and cannot ſhun purſuit, 
Enter RiOHARD. 
Rich. Ah,. Warwick, why haſt thou withdrawn "2 
ſelf? | 


Thy brother's blood the thirſty earth hath drunk, 


Broach'd with the ſteely point of Clifford's lance :: 

And, in the very pangs of death, he cry'd— 

Like to a diſmal clangor heard from far— 

Warn ich, revenge ! brother, revenge my death ! 

So, underneath the belly of their ſteeds, 

That ſtain'd their fetlocks in his ſmoking blood, 

The noble gentleman gave up the ghoſt. 5 
War. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood: 

Ill kill my horſe, becauſe I will not fly. 

Why ſtand we like ſoft-hearted women here, 

Wailing our loſſes, whiles the foe doth rage; 

And look upon, as if the tragedy 

Were play'd in jeſt by counterfeiting actors? 

Here on my knee I vow to God above, 

Pil never pauſe again, never ſtand ſtill, 

Till either death hath clos'd theſe eyes of mine, 


Or fortune given me meaſure of revenge. 


Edw. O Warwick, I do bend my knee with thine; 
And, in this vow, do chain my ſoul to thine.— 
And, ere my knee riſe from the earth's cold face, 
I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee, 


Thou ſetter up and plucker down of kings! 


Beſeeching thee—if with thy will it ſtands, 
That to my foes this body muſt be prey— 
Yet that the brazen gates of heaven may ope, 
And give ſweet paſſage to my ſinful ſoul ?— 


Now, lords, take leave until we meet again. | 
2 EVE | | Where'er 
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Where'er it be, in heaven, or ON ets | 

Niob. Brother, give me thy hand ;—and, gentle War- 
wick, 

Let me embrace thee in my weary arms 

1 that did never weep, now melt with woe, 

That winter ſhould cut off our ſpring- time ſo. 

| War. Away, away! Once more, ſweet lords, fare wel. 

Cla. Yet let us together to our troops : 

And give them leave to fly that will not ſtay ; 

And call them pillars, that will ſtand to us; 

And, if we thrive, promiſe them ſuch rewards 

As victors wear at the Olympian games: 

This may plant courage in their quailing was. ; 

For yet is hope of life, and victory, : 

Fore-{ſlow no longer, make we hence amain. [ ZExeunt. 


— — — 


SCENE . 


An, Pari of the Field. Excurſions, Enter RicYAarT 
and CLITTORD. 


EKicb. Now, Clifford, I have fingled thee alone: 
Suppoſe, this arm is for the duke of York, 

And this for Rutland ; both-bound to revenge, - 

Wert thou environ'd with a brazen wall. 
Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone: 

This the hand, that ſtabb'd thy father Vork; 

And this the hand, that ſlew thy brother Rutland: 

And here's the heart, that triumphs in their death, 

And cheers theſe hands, that flew thy fire and RP | 

To execute the like upon rn, 

And fo, have at thee. 8 

[ They fight Warwick enters, CLIFFORD flies, 

Rich. Nay, Warwick, ſingle out ſome other chace ; 

For I myſelf will hunt this wolf to death. [ZExeunt. 
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SCENE PF. 


Another Part of the Field. Alarum. Enter King He vRx. 
X. Henry. This battle fares like to the morning's war, 

When dying. clouds contend with growing light: 

What time the ſhepherd, blowing of his nails, 

Can neither call it perfect day, nor night, 

Now ſways-it this way, like a mighty ſea, 

Forc'd by the tide to combat with the wind: 

Now ſways it that way, like the ſelf- ſame ſea 

Forc'd to retire by fury of the wind: 

Sometime, the flood prevails ; and then, the wind; 

Now, one the better; then, another beſt; 

Boch tugging to be victors, breaſt to breaſt, 

Yet neither conqueror, nor conquered. 

So is the equal poiſe of this fell war. 

Here on this mole-hill will I fit me down. 

To whom God will, there be the victory! 

For Margaret my queen, and Clifford too, 

HFlave chid me from the battle; ſwearing both, 
They proſper beſt of all when J am thence. 

Would I were dead ! if God's good will were fo: 

For what is in this world, but grief and woe ? 

O God! methinks, it were a happy life, 

To be no better than a homely ſwain ; 

To fit upon a hill, as I do now, 

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 

Thereby to ſee the minutes how they run: 

How many make the hour full complete, 

How many hours bring about the day, 

How many days will finiſh up the year, 

How many years a mortal man may live. 

When this is known, then to divide the time: 

So many hours muſt I tend my flock ; - 

Sc many hours muſt I take my reſt ; 

8o many hours muſt I contemplate z 

So many hours muſt I ſport myſelf ; 

So. many days my ewes have been with young; 


80 mauy weeks ere the poor fools will yean; | | 
So many months ere I ſhall ſheer the fleece: | 
So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and years, | 
Paſt over to the end they were created, 
Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 
Ah, what a life were this! how ſweet ! how lovely! 
Gives not the hawthorn buſh a ſweeter ſhade 

| To ſhepherds, looking en their ſilly ſheep, 
Than doth a rich embroider'd canopy | 
To kings, that fear their ſubjeRs* treachery ? 
O, yes, it doth; a thouſand fold it doth. 
And to conclade-—the ſhepherd's homely curds, 
His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, 
His wonted fleep under a freſh tree's ſhade, 1 
All which ſecure and fweetly he enjoys, J 
Is far beyond a prince's delicates, - 

His viands ſparkling in a golden cup, 
His body couched in a curious bed, 
When care, miſtruſt, and treaſon waits on him, 


Alarum. Enter a Son that bad killed bis Father, 


Son. Ill blows the wind that profits nobody... q 
This man, whom hand to hand i flew in fight, 2 
May be poſſeſſed of ſome ſtore of crowns : 

And I, that haply take them from him now, 

May yet ere night yield both my life and them 
To ſome man elſe, as this dead man doth me. 
Who's this? — Oh God! it is my father's face, 
Whom in this conflict I unwares have kill'd. 

Oh heavy times, begetting fuch events! 

From London by the king was I preſs'd forth; . 
My father, being the earl of Warwick's man, 1 
Came on the part of York, preſs'd by his maſter; 

Aud I, who at his hands receiv'd my life, 
' Have-by my hands of life bereaved him. 
Pardon me, God, 1 knew not what I did! 
And pardon, father, for I know not thee! 
My tears ſhail wipe away theſe bloody marks; 
And no more FR till they have flow'd their fill. 
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K. Heury. O piteous ſpectacle! O bloody times! 
Whilſt lions war, and battle for their dens, 
Poor harmleſs lambs abide their enmity. 
Weep, wretched man, V]I aid thee tear for tear; 
And let our hearts and eyes, like civil war, 
Be blind with tears, and break o'ercharg'd with grief. 
Enter a Father, bearing his Son. 
Faib. Thou that ſo ſtoutly haſt reſiſted me, 
Give me thy gold, if thou haſt any gold, 
For I have bought it with an hundred blows.— 
But let me ſee ;—Is this our foeman's face! 
Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only fon ! 
Ah, boy, if any life be leſt in thee, 
Throw up thine eye ; ſee, ſee, what ſhowers ariſe, 
Blown with the windy tempeſt of my heart, 
Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart 
O pity, God, this miſerable age! 
What ſtratagems, how fell, how "RY 
Erroveous, mutinous, and unnatural, 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget !— 
O boy. thy father gave thee life too ſoon, 
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late! 
K. Henry. Woe above woe! grief more than commen 
grief! 
O, that my death would ſtay theſe ruthful deeds ! 
O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity !—— / 
The red roſe and the white are on his face, 
'The fatal colours of our ſtriving houſes : 
The one, his purple blood right well reſembles; 
The other, his pale heck, methinks, preſenteth: 
Wither one roſe, and let the other flour ifi! 
If you contend, a thouſand lives muſt wither, 
Son. How will my mother, for a father's death, 
Take on with me, and ne' er be ſatisſy'd? 
Fatb. How will my wife, for laughter of my ſon, 
Shed ſeas of tears, and ne'er be ſatisfy'd ? 
K. Henry. How will the country, for theſe woful 
chances.” ----:---: 
Miſ-think the king, and not 1 ſatisfy d! 
8 | Son. 
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San. Was ever ſon ſo ru'd a father's death? 
Fath. Was ever father fo bemoan'd his ſon ? 
K. Henry. Was ever king ſo griev'd for ſubjects“ woe ? 
Much is your ſorrow ; mine, ten times ſo much. 
Son. Ii bear thee hence, where I may weep my fill. 
Exit with the Bedy. 
Fatb. Theſe arms of mine ſhall be thy winding-ſheet z 
My heart, ſweet boy, ſhall be thy ſepulchre; 
For from my heart thine image ne'er ſhall go, 
My ſighing breaſt ſhall be thy funeral bell; 
And ſo obſequious will thy father be, | 
Sad for the loſs of thee, having no more, 
As Priam was for all his valiant ſons. | 
F'l bear thee hence; and let them fight that will, 
For I have murder'd where I ſhould not kill. 
[ Exit with the Body, 
K. Henry. Sad-hearted men, much overgone with care, 
Here ſits a king more woful than you are. 


Alarums. e rons, Enter the Queen, Prince of Walks, 


and EXETER, 


Prince. Fly, father, fly ! for all your friends are fled, 
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull : 
Away ! for death doth hold us in purſuit. 

Dvcen. Mount you, my lord, towards Berwick poſt 

amain: 

Edward and Richard, like a brace of grcyhounds 
Having the fearful flying hare in fight, 
With fiery eyes, ſparkling for very wrath, 
And bloody ſteel graſp'd in their ireful hands, 
Are at our backs; and therefore hence amain. 

Exe. Away! for vengeance comes along with them: 
Nay, ſtay not to expoſtulate, make ſpeed ; 
Or elſe come after, I'll away before. 


K. Henry. Nay, take me with thee, good ſweet Exeter; 


Not that I fear to ſtay, but love to go | 
| Whither the queen intends. Forward; away! [Exeunt. 


Vou V, T | SCENE. 
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SCENE VI. 


A loud Alarum. Enter CLIFFORD, oounded. 


. Clif. Here burns my candle out, ay, here it dies, 
Which, while it laſted, gave king Henry light, 
Ah, Lancaſter! I fear thine overthrow, 
| More than my body's parting with my ſoul. 
| | My love, and fear, glew'd many friends to thee 
| And, now I fall, thy tough commixture melts, 
Impairing Heury, ſtrength' ning miſ-· proud York, 
| The common people ſwarm like ſummer flies ; 
| And whither fly the guats, but to the ſun? 
| And who ſhines now, but Henry” s enemy ? 
| O Phabus! hadſt thou never given conſent 
| Ihat Phaeton ſhould check thy fiery ſteeds, 
| | Thy burning car had never ſcorch'd the earth: 
| 


And Henry, hadſt thou ſway'd as kings ſhould do, 
And as thy father, and his father, did, 
Giving no ground unto the houſe of York, 
| They never then had ſprung like ſummer flies 
IT, and ten thouſand i in this luckleſs realm, 
Had left no mou widows for our deaths, 
And thou this day hadſt kept thy throne 1n peace. 
For what doth cheriſh weeds, but gentle air? 
And what makes robbers bold, but too much lenity 2 
Bootleſs are plaints, and cureleſs are my wounds; 
N o way to fly, nor ſtrength to hold out flight: 
The foe is mercileſs, and will not pity; : | 
And, at their hands, I have deſerv'd no pity. 
The air hath got into my deadly wounds, 
And much effuſe of blood doth make me faint— 
Come, York, and Richard, Warwick, and the reſt ; 


2 ſtabb'd "ou? fathers' boſoms, * my breaſt. 
. Hinis. : 
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Alarum, and Retreat. Enter EDwarD, CLARENCE» 
RicyaRD, MoNTAOUz, WARWICK, and Soldiers. 


Edv. Now hreathe we, lords; good fortune bids us 
, paufe, 

And froarh the frowns of war with peaceful looks,— 
Some troops purſue the bloody-minded queen; — 
That led calm Henry, though he were a king, 
As doth a ſail, fill'd with a fretting guſt, 
Command an argoſy to ſtem the waves. 
But think you, lords, that Clifford flew with them? 

War. No, 'tis impoſſible he ſhonld eſcape ; 
For, though before his face | ſpeak the word, 
Your brother Richard mark'd him for the grave - 

Aad, whercſo&er he is, he's ſurely dead. 

5 [C LIFFORD proans, and diet. 
Edro. Whoſe ſoul is that whith takes her heavy leave? 
Rich. A deadly groan, like life and death's departing, 
Ed. See who it is: and, now the battle's ended, 
If friend, or foe, let him be gently us'd. 
Rich. Kevoke that doom of mercy, for 'tis Clifford; 
Who, not contented that he lopp'd the branch, 
In hewing Rutland when his leave, put forth, 
But ſet his murdering knife unto the root 
From whence that tender ſpray did ſwectly ſpring, 
I mean, our princely father, duke of York. 

War. From off the gates of Vork ſetch down the head; „ 
Your father's head; which Clifford placed there: 
Inſtead whereof, let his ſupply the room:; 
Meaſure for meaſure muſt be anſwered. 

Edw. Bring forth that fatal ſcreech-owl to our houfs, 
That nothing fung but death to us and ours: 
Now death ſhall ſtop his diſmal threatening ſound, 
And his ill-boding tongue no more ſhall ſpeak. 

Attendants bring the Body forward. 

War. 1 think his underſtanding is hereft ;— 
Say, Clifford, doſt thou know who ſpeaks to thee ?— 
Dark cloudy death o'erſhades his beams of life, 

TS And 
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And he nor fees, nor hears us what we ſay, 
Rich. O, would he did! and ſo, perhaps, he doth ; 

*T'is but his- policy to conntericit, 

Becauſe he would avoid {uch bitter taunts 

As in the time of death he gave our father, 
Cla. It ſo thou think'ſt, vex him with eager words. 

Rich, Clifford, aſk mercy, and obtain no grace. 

Edo, Clifford, repent in bootleſs penitence. 
War. Clifford, de viſe excuſes for thy faults. 
Cla. While we deviſe fell tortures for thy faults, 
Rich, Thou didſt love York, and I am ſon to York. 
Zdzo. Thou pitied'ſt Rutland, I will pity thee. 
C/a. Where's captain Margaret, to fence you now ? 
War, They mock thee, Clifford; ſwear as thou waſt 


wont, 
Rich, What, not an oath ? nay, then the world goes 


5” hari, 
15 Clifford cannot ſpare his friends an oath:. 
F know by that he's dead; and, by my ſoul, 
Wepld this right hand buy but an hour's life, 

That I in all deſpight might rail at him, 

T'd chop it off; and with the iſſuing blood 

Stifle the villain, whoſe unſtanched thirſt 


York and young Rutland could not ſatisfy. 


War. Ay, but he's dead : Off with the traitor's head, 
And rear it in the place your father's ſtands.— 


And now to London with triumphant march, 


There to be crowned Ergland's royal king. 

From thence ſhall Warwick cut the ſea to France, 

And afk the lady Bona for thy queen: 

So ſnalt thou ſinew both theſe lands together; 

_ having France thy friend, thou ſhalt not dread 
he ſcatter'd foe, that hopes to riſe again; 

5 though they cannot greatly ſting to hurt, 

Vet look to have them buz, to offend thine ears. 

Firſt, will I ſee the coronation; 

And then to Britany I'll croſs the ſea, 

To effect this marriage, ſo it pleaſe my lord. 


Zdw. Even as thou wilt, ſweet Warwick, let it be: 
a 3 For 
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For on thy ſhoulder do I build my ſeat; 
And never will I undertake the thing, 
Wherein thy counſel and conſent is wanting. » 
Richard, I will create thee duke of Gloſter 
And George, of Clarence; Warwick, as — 
Shall do, and undo, as him pleaſeth beſt. | 
Rich; Let me be duke” _ On) George, of Cloſ- 
ter ; 
For Gloſter's dukedom i is too ominous. 
War. Tut, that's a fooliſh en 5. 
Richard, be duke of Gloſter: Now to London, 
To ſee theſe honours In poſſeſſion. I Exeunl. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


A Mood in Lancaſhire, Enter SiNKLO and HoMPUREY,. 
with Croſi- Bows in their Hands. 


Sinkls.. 


Unoex this thick-grown brake we'll ſhroud ourſelves; 
For through this laund anon the deer will come; 
And in this covert will we make our ſtand, 
Culling the principal of all the deer. 
Hum. I'll ſtay above the hill, ſo both may mot: 
Sink, That cannot, bez the noife of thy croſs-bow 
Will ſcare the herd, and ſo my ſhot is loſt, 
Here ſtand we both, and: aim we at the bel 
And, for the time ſhall not ſeem. tedious, : 
PII tell thee what befell me on a day, | 
In this (elf place where now we mean to ſtand. 
Hum. Here comes a man, let“ 8 Ray "till he oe paſt. | 


Enter Ning! Hex RY, "2b#th 2 Piper. Books ef 
K. Henry. From Scotland am I ſtob'r n, even of pure 


by love, 3 
To greet mine own. land with my wiſhful fight. 
No, Harry, Harry, tis no land of 8 
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Thy place i is fill'd, thy ſceptre wrong from thee, 
Thy balm waſh'd off, wherewith thou waſt anoinced : - 
No bending knee will call thee Cæſar now, 
No humble ſuitors preſs to ſpeak for right, 
No, not a man comes for redreſs to thee; 
For how can l help them, and not myſelf; > 
Sink.. Ay, here's a deer whoſe kin sa keeper's fee: ; 
This is the guondam king; ; let's ſeize upon him. 
X. Henny. Let me embrace theſe ſour adverſities; 
For wiſe men ſay, it is the wiſeſt courſe. 
Hum. Why linger we ? let us lay hands upon him. 
Sin. Forbear a while; we'll hear a little more. 
K. Henry. My We en and ſon, are gone to France ſor 
aid; 
And, as I hear, the great PRE EI Warwick 
Is thither gone, to crave the French King's ſiſter 
To wife for Edward: If this news be true, 
Poor queen, and ſon, your labour is but loſt; 
For Warwick is a fubtle orator, . 
And Lewis a prince ſoon won with moving. words, 
By this account, then, Margaret may win him; 3. 
For ſhe's a woman to be pity'd much :. | 
Her ſighs will make x battery in his breaſt ; 
Her tears will pierce into a marble heart; 
The tygcr will be mild while ſhe doth mourn; 
And Nero will be tainted with remorſe, 
To hear and ſee her plaints, her briniſh tears. 
Ay, but ſhe's come to beg; ; War wick, to give: 
She, on his left ſide, craving aid for Henry; 
He, on his right, aſking a wife for Edward. 
She weeps, and ſays—her Henry is depos'd ; 
He ſmiles, and ſays—his Edward is inftall'd ; 
That ſhe, poor wretch, for grief can ſpeak no more: 
Whiles Warwick tells his title, ſmoethes the wrong, 
Inferreth arguments of mighty {ſtrength ; 
And, in concluſion, wins the king from her, 
With promiſe of his ſiſter, and what elſe, 
To ſtrengthen and ſupport king Edward's place. 
0 nn thus *twill be; and thou, poor ſou], 


Art 
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Art then forſaken, as thou went'ſt forlorn. 
Hum. Say, what art thou, that talk'ſt of kings and 


queens? _ 
K. Henry. More than [ ſcem, and leſs than [ was born 
: to: 

A man at leaft, for leſs 1 mould not be: 

And men may talk of kings, and why not I ? 

Hum. Ay, but thou talk'ſt as if thou wert a king. 

K. Henry. Why, ſo I am, in mind, and that's enough. 
Hum, But, if thou be a king, where is thy crown? 
X. Henry. My crown is in my heart, not on my head; 

Not deck'd with diamonds, and Indian ſtones, 

Nor to be ſeen :: my crow is call'd, Content; 

A crown it is that ſeldom kings enjoy. 

Hum. Well, if you be a king crown'd with content, 
Vour crown content, and you, muſt be contented - 

To go along with us: for, as we think, 

You are the king, king Edward hath depos'd; 

And we his ſubjects, ſworn in all 1 allegiance, 

Will apprehend you as his enemy. | 
K. Henry, But did you never ſwear, and break an oath? 
Hum. No, never ſuch an oath; nor will we now. 

X. Henry. Where did you dwell, when I was king of 

England! ? 

Hum. Here in this country, where we now remain, 

K. Henry. | was anointed king at nine months old ; 
My father, and my grandfather, were kings ; 

And you were ſworn true ſubjects unto me: 

And, tell me then, have you-not broke your oaths ? 

Sink. No; for we were ſubjects but while 155 were 

_ king. 

K. Henry. Why, am I dead? do not breathe a man ? 
Ah, ſimple men, you know not what yu ſwear. 
Look, as | blow this feather from my face, 
And ag the air blows it to me again, 

Obeying with my wind when 1 do blow, 

And fielding to another when it blows, 

Commanded aiways by the greater guſt; 

Such is-the 9 of you common men. 
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But do not break your oaths ; for, of that ſin. 
My mild entreaty ſhalt not make you guilty. 
Go where you will, the king ſhall be commanded ; 
And be you kings; command, and Fl obey. 
Sink. We are true ſubjects to the king, king Edward. 
K. Henry. Sof would you be again to Henry, e 
H he were ſeated as king Edward is. 
Sint. We charge you, in God's name, 871 in the © king” 3 
To go with us unto che officers. 
X. I In God's _ an your king's name be 
IE | :tbey'd2 ?: | 
| And what God will, that let: your a . - 
And what he will, I humbly yield unto. [Exeunt. 


— ———— * * 2— 
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SCENE III. 


London. The Palace. Enter King EOwaRrD, GLoSTER, 
CLAKENCE, and Lady GREY, 


X. Edv. Brother of Gloſter, at Saint Alban's field 
This lady's huſband, Sir John Grey, was ſlain, 
His land then ſeiz'd on by the conqueror: 
Her ſuit is now, to repoſſeſs thoſe lands; 
Which we in juſtice cannot well. deny, 
Becauſe in quarrel of the houſe of Vork 
The noble gentleman did lofe his life. 
Glo. Your higneſs ſhall do well, to grant'her lutz 
It were diſhonour, to deny it her, 
X. Ede, It were no leſs; MY Ene a pauſe. 
Glo. Yea! is it ſo? os [fide 
Jſee the lady hath a thing to grant, 1 oy 
Before the king will grant her humble ſuit- 
Cia. He knows the e ue” true he keeps the 
A: ind dier Hi 15 36 VA Aar. 
Glo. Silence! f . 
K. Ado. Widow; we arty your bed ; 
And come ſome other time, to know our mind. 
Er. Right gracious Jord, I cannot brock delay: 
8 May 
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May it pleaſe your highneſs to reſolve me now ; 
And what your pleaſure is, ſhall ſatisfy me. 


Glo. ¶ Aſide.] Ay, widow? then 1 warrant you all 


your lands, 
An if what pleaſes him, ſhall bleed you. 
Fight cloſer, or, good faith, you'll catch a blow. 
Clar. Aſidr.] 1 fear her not, unleſs ſhe chance to fall. 
Glo . Aſide.] God forbid that! for he'll take vantages. 


K. Edw. How many children haſt thou, widow? tell 


me. 
Clar. A ſide.] I think, he means to beg a child of her. 
Glo. ¶ Aſide.] Nay, wor me then; he'll TR give her 
two. 
Grey. Three, my moſt gracious lord, - 


Glo. [Afide.] You ſhall have four, if you'll be rul'd by 


him. 
K. Edo. TFwere pity, they ſhould loſe their father's 
- ao. : 
Grey. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it then. | 
K. Edw. Lords, give us leave; I'll try this widow's wit. 
Cho. Ay, good leave have you; for you will have leave 
Till youth take leave, and leave you to your crutch. 
{GLOS8TER and CLARENCE retire to ile other Side. 
XK. Edw. Now tell me, madam, do you love your chil- 
dren? | 
Grey. Ay, full as dearly as I love myſelf. 


K. Edw. And would you not do much to do them 


good ? 
Grey. To do them good, I would ſuſtain ſome harm. 


E. Ede. Then get your huſband's lands, to do them 


good. 
Grey. Therefore I came unto your majeſty. 
K. Ew. I'll tell you how theſe lands are to be got. 
Grey. So ſhall you bind me to your highneſs' ſervice. 
X. Eqdw. What ſervice wilt thou do me, if I give them? 
Grey. What you command, that reſts in me to do. 
K. Edo. But you will take exceptions to my boon. 
Grey, No, gracious lord, except I cannot do it. 
X. Lau. Ay, but thou canſt do what I mean to alk, 
Greys 
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Grey. Why, then 1 will do what your grace commands. 
Glo. He plies her hard! and much rain wears the mar. 


ble, | Aſide, 
Clar, As red as fire! nay, then her war muſt melt; 


A 
Grey. Why ſtops my lord ? ſhalll not hear my 1 


K. Eqw. An eaſy taſk ; tis but to love a king. 


Grey. That's ſoon perform'd, becauſe I am a ſubject. 
K. Edw. Why then, thy huſband's lands I freely give 
thee, 
Grey. I take my leave, with many thouſand thanks, 
Glo. The match is made; ; ſhe ſeals it with a curt'ſy, 
K. Ede. But ſtay thee, tis the fruits of love I mean, 
Grey. The fruits of love I mean, my loving liege. 
X. Edw. Ay, but, I fear me, in another ſenſe, 
What love, think'ſt thou, 1 ſue ſo much to get? 
Grey. My love 'till death, my humble thanks, my 
prayers; 
That love, which virtue begs, and virtue grants. 
K. Edo. No, by my troth, I did not mean ſuch love. 
Grey. Why,.then you mean not as I thought you did, 
K. Tuev. But now you partly may perceive my minc- 
Grey. My mind will never grant what 1 perceive 


Vour highneſs aims at, if aim aright. 


K. Edev. To tell thee plain, I aim to lie with thee. 
Grey To tell you plain, I had rather lie in priſon. 
K. Edw. Why, then thou ſhalt not have thy huſband's 
lands. 5 
Grey. Why, then mine honeſty ſhall be my dower: 


For by that loſs I will not purchaſe them. 


K. Edw, Herein thou wrong'ſt thy children mightily: 
Grey Herein your highneſs wrongs both them and me. 
But, mighty lord, this merry inclination 5 
Accords not with the ſadneſs of my ſuit; 
Pleaſe you diſmiſs me, either with ay, or no. 
K. Edw. Ay; if thou wilt fay ay, to my requeſt: 
No; if thou doſt ſay no, to my demand. 
Grey. TO no, my lord. My ſuit is at an end. go 
0 
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Glo. The widow likes him not, ſhe knits her brows. 


[ Alide. 


[ Afide. 
K. Edv. [Aſo ” Her looks do argue her * with 
modeſty; 
Her words do ſhew her wit incomparable; 
All her perfections challenge ſovereignty ; 
One way, or other, ſhe is for a king; 
And ſhe ſhall be my love, or elſe my queen.— 
Say, that king Edward take thee for his queen ? ? 
Grey. * Tis better ſaid than done, my gracious lord: 
am a ſubject fit to jeſt withal, 
But far unſit to be a ſovereign. 
X. Edw. Sweet widow, by my ſtate I ſwear to thee, 
1 ſpeak no more than what my ſoul intends; 
And that is, to enjoy thee for my love. 
Grey. And that 1s more than I will yield unto : 
J know, I am too mean to be your queen; 
And yet too good to be your concubine. 
K. Edw. You cavil, widow; I did mean, my queen. 
Grey. Twill grieve yonr grace, my ſons ſhould call you 
— father. 
K. Edw. No more, than whep my. daughters call ther 
mother. 
Thou art a widow, and thou haſt ſome children; 
And, by God's mother, I, being but a batchelor, 
Ha ve other ſome : why, 'tis a happy. thing 
To be the father unto many ſons. 
Anſwer no more, for thou ſhalt be my queen. 
Glo, The ghoſtly father now hath done his ſhrift. 
| Aide. 


Clar. When he was ads a ſhriver, *twas for ſhift, 


Clar. He is the hiunteſt. woboer in Chriltend om. 


K. Edzv. Brothers, you muſe what chat we two have 


had. | | 
Glo. The widow likes it not, for ſhe looks fad. 


K. Eau. You'd think it firange, if I ould marry ber. 
Clar. To whom, my lord ? i 
K. £dw, Why, Clarence, to myſelf. 
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Glo. That would be ten days* wonder, at the leaſt. 
Clar. That's a day longer than a wonder laſts, 
Glo. By ſo much is the wonder in extremes. 
K. Ed. Well, jeſt on, brothers: I can tell you both, 
Her ſuit is granted for her huſband's lands. 
Enter a Nobleman. 
Nob. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken, 
And brought as priſoner to your palace gate. 
EK. Edw. See, that he be convey'd unto the Tower : 
And go we, brothers, to the man that took him, 
To queſtion of his apprehenſion.— 
Widow, go you along; Lords, uſe her honourably. 
[Exeunt King, Lady, CLARENCE, and Lords, 
Glo. Ay, Edward will uſe women honourably. 
Would he were waſted, marrow, bones, and all, 
That from his loins no hopeful branch may ſpring, 
To croſs me from tue golden time 1 look for! 
And yet, between my foul's deſire, and me 
The luſtful Edward's title buried,) 
Is Clarence, Henry, and his fon young Edward, 
And all the unjook'd for iſſue of their bodies, 
To take their rooms, ere I can place myſelf : 
A cold premeditation for my purpole ! 
Why, then 1 do-but dream on ſovereignty ; 
Like one that ſtands upon a promontory, 
And ſpies a far-off ſhore where he would tread, 
Wiſhing his foot were equal with his eye; 
And chides the ſea that ſunders him from thence, 
Saying—he'll lade it dry to-have his way: 
So do I wiſh the crown, being ſo far off: 
And fo I chide the means that keep me from it; 
And ſo I ſay—PFll cut the cauſes off, 
| Flattering me with impoſſibilities.— 
'My eye's too quick, my heart o'erweens too much, 
Unleſs my hand and firength could equal them. 
Well, ſay there is no kingdom then for Richard; 
What other pleaſure can che world afford? 
I'll make my heaven ina lady's lap, 
And deck my body in gay ornaments, | 
1 And 
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And witch ſweet ladies with my words and looks. 

O miſcrable thought! and more unlikely, | t „ 
Than to accompliſh twenty: golden crow us | 4 

Why, love forſwore me in my mother's womb 3 + - 20 

And, for I ſhould not deal in her ſoft laws, + 1 

She did corrupt frail nature with ſome bribe . 15 


To ſhrink mine arm up like a wither'd ſhrub; 
To make an envious mountain on my back, 


Where its deformity to mock my body; | | T0 


To ſhape my legs of an unequal ſize ; *% 
To diſproportion me in every part, A 
Like to a chaos, or an unlick'd bear- whelp, A 
That carries no impreſſion like the dam. 3 
And am I then a man to be belov'd ? 4 


O, monſtrous-fault, to harbour ſuch a thought! ! 
Then, ſince this earth affords no joy to me, 
But to command, to check, to o' erbear ſuch 
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For many lives ſtand: between me and home: 

And I—like one loſt in a thorny wood, 

That rends the thorns, and is rent. with the thorns; | 1 
Seeking a way, and ſtraying from the way 5 
Not knowing how to find the open air, 1 
But toiling deſperately to find it ou. 
Torment myſelf to catch the Engliſh crown: 
And from that torment I will free myſelf, 


As are of better perſon than myſelf, + 
Fil make my heaven——to dream upon the crown; 1 
And, while 1 live, to account. this world but hell, JH 
Until my miſ-ſhap'd trunk that bears this head, RY 
Be round impaled with a glorious crown. s + 
And yet I know not how to get the crown, Mt 


Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. _ 3 5s 
Why, I can ſmile, and murder while I ſmile; | 45 
And city, content, to that which grieves my hearty,” "It 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, $ 
And frame my face to all occaſions. . 4» 
I'll drown more ſailors than the mermaid ſhall; ; 4 | 
I'll ſlay more gazers than the baſiliſk; | 
111 play the orator as well as N odor, | : F 
Vol. V. U | Deceir 1 
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Deceive more flily than Ulyſſes could, 

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy : 

I can add colours to the cameleon ; 

Change ſhapes, with Proteus, for advantages, 
And ſet the murd'rous Machiavel to ſchool, 
Can I do this, and cannot get a crown? 

Tut! were it further off, Ill pluck it down. [Exi, 


__ — — 
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SCE CENE III. 


France. Flouriſs. Enter Lewis the French King, Lady 
BoNa, Boua ON, Queen MarGareT, Prince ED- 
WARD ber Son, and the Earl of Ox fon D. Lewis jus, 
and riſeth up again. 


X. Levis. Fair queen of England, worthy Margaret, 
Sit down with us; it ill befits thy ſtate, 
And birth, that thou ſhould'ſt ſtand, while Lewis doth 
ſit. 
Queen. No, mighty king of branes; now Margaret 


Muſt ſtrike her ſail, and learn a while to ſerve, 


Where kings command, I was, I muſt confeſs, 
Great Albion's queen in former golden days: 
But now mifchance hath trod my title down, 
And with diſhonour laid me on the ground: 
Where I muſt take like feat unto my fortune, 
And to my humble ſeat conform myſelf, 
X. Lewis. Why, ſay, fair queen, whence Jprings this 
deep deſpair ? l 
Queen. From. ſuch a cauſe as fills mine eyes with tears, 
And ſtops my tongue, while heart is drown'd in cares. 
K. Lewis. Whate'er it be, be thou ſtill like thyſelf, 
And fit thee by our fide : yield not thy neck : 
[Seats her by Bim. 
To fortune's yoke, but let thy dauntleſs mind 
Still ride in triumph over all miſchance. 


Be plain, queen Margaret, and tell thy grief; 


It hall be cas d, if France can yield relief. | 
Queen. 
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Queen. Thoſe gracious worns revive my drooping 
thoughts, 
And give my tongue· ty d ſorrows leave to ſpeak. 
Now, therefore, be it known to noble Lewis 


That Henry, ſole poſſeſſor of my love, i 
Is, of a king, become a baniſh'd man, v 
Aud forc'd to live in Scotland a forlorn; 1 
While proud ambitious Edward, duke of Vork, F 
Uſurps the regal title, and the ſeat BK 
Of England's true anointed lawful king. ; 1 
This is the cauſe, that I, poor Margaret | 3 
With this my fon, prince Edward, Henry's heir 55 
Am come to crave thy juſt and lawful aid: | | 0 
And, if thou fail us, all our hope is done: 5 ud 


Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help; 

Our people and our peers are both miſled, 

Our treaſure ſeiz'd, our ſoldiers put to flight, | #3 

And, as thou ſee'ſt, ourſelves in heavy plight. | H 
K. Lew. Renowned queen, with patience calm the N 

ſtorm, | 

While we bethink a means to break it off. 8 
Oreen. The more we ſtay, the ſtronger grows our foe 1 
X. Lew. The more I ſtay, the more Ill ſuceour thee, 
Queen. O, but impatience waiteth on true ſorrow : | 

And ſee, where comes the breeder of my ſorrow, + 


Enter WARWICK, F : 

K, Lew. What's he, approacheth boldly to our pre- bi 
ſence ? : 3 

Queen. Our earl of W Edward's greateſt Gio 60 
K. Lew, Welcome, brave Warwick ! What brings thee x 

| to France? [ He deſcends. She ariſcib. 5 
Deen. Ay, now begins a ſecond ſtorm to riſe ; 0 
For this is he that moves both wind and tide. F 
War. From worthy Edward, king of Albion, 2 * 
Aly lord and ſovereign, and thy vowed friend, 3 
come in kindneſs, and unfeigned love $6 
Firit, to do greetings to thy royal perſon ; ſ 
And, then to crave a league of amity z , 1 
And, aal, to confirm that amity | : 4 
Uz W:th F 
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With nuptial knot, if thou vouchſafe to grant 
That virtuous lady Bona, thy fair lifter, 
To England's king in lawful marriage. 
Queen. If that go forward, Henry's hope is done. 
War. And, gracious madam, 1 in our king's behalf, 
[ Speaking to BONA, 
I am commanded, with your leave and favour, 
Humbly to kiſs your hand, and with my tongue 
To tell the paſſion of my ſovereign's heart; 
Where fame, late entering at his heedful ears, 
Hath plac'd thy beauty's image, and thy virtue, 
Queen. King Lewis—and lady Bona—hear me ſpeak, | 
Before you anſwer Warwick. His demand 
Springs not from Edward's well-meant honeſt love, 
But from deceit, bred by neceſſity: 
For how can tyrants ſafely govern home, 
Unleſs abroad they purchaſe great alliance? 
To prove him tyrant, this reaſon may ſuſſice 
That Henry liveth Kill ; but were he dead, 
Yet here prince Edward ſtands, king Henry's ſon. 
Look therefore, Lewis, that by this league and marriage 
Thou draw not on thy danger and diſhonour: 
For though uſurpers ſway the rule a while, 
Yer hzavens are juſt, and time ſuppreſſeth wwrongs. 
War. Injurious Margaret ! 
Prince, And why not queen? 
War. Becauſe thy father Henry did uſurp; 
And thou no more art prince, than ſhe is queen. 
Ox f. Then Warwick difannuls great John of Gaunt, 
Which did ſubdue the greateſt part of Spain; 
And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the fourth, 
Whoſe wiſdom was a mirror to the wiſeſt; 
And, after that wiſe prince, Henry the fifth, 
Who by his proweſs conquered all France: 
From theſe our Henry I neally deſcends. 
War. Oxford, how haps it, in this ſmooth diſcourſe, 
You told not, how Henry the ſixth haſt loſt, 
All that which Henry the fifth had gotten ? 
Methinks, theſe peers of France ſhould ſmile at that. 
But 
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But for the reſt— You tell a pedigree 
Of threeſcore and two years; a filly time 
'To make preſcription for a kingdom's worth. 
Oxf. Why, Warwick, canſt thou ſpeak againſt thy liege, 
Whom thou obeyed'ſt thirty and ſix years, 
And not bewray thy treaſon with a bluſh ? 
War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right, 
Now buckler falſehood with a pedigree ? | 
For ſhame, leave Henry, and call Edward king. 
Ox. Call him my king, by whoſe injurious doom 
My elder brother, the lord Aubrey Vere, 
Was done to death? and more than ſo. my father, 
Even in the downfall of his mellow'd years, 
When nature brought him to the door of death ? 
No, Warwick, no; while life upholds this arm, 
This arm upholds the houſe of Lancaſter. 
War. And I the houſe of York. 
K. Lew. Queen Margaret, prince Edward, and Ox- 
ford, . 
Vouchſafe, at our requeſt, to ſtand aſide, 
While | uſe further conference with Warwick. 
Queen. Heavens grant, that Warwick's words bewitch 
him not! | | They retire. 


K. Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me, even upon thy con- 


ſcience, 

Is Edward your true king ? for I were loth, 

To link with him that were not lawful choſen, 
War, Thereon I pawn. my credit and mine honour, 
X. Lew. But is he gracious in the people's eye? 
War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate. 
X. Lew. Ihen turther—all diſſembling ſet aſide, 

Tell me for truth the meaſure of his love | 

Unto our ſiſter Bona. 

War. Such it ſeems, 

As may beſeem a monarch like himſelf. 

Myſelf have often heard him ſay, and ſwear— 

That this his love was an eternal plant; 

Whereof the rost was lix'd in virtue's ground, 

The leaves and fruit maintain'd with beauty's ſun ; 
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Exempt from envy, but not from diſdain, 
Unlefs the lady Bona quit his pain. 
K. Lew. Now, ſiſter, let us hear your firm reſolve. 
Bona. Your grant, or your denial, ſhall be mine 
Yet I conleſs, that oſteu ere this day, | 
Speaking to 8 
8 When I have heard your king's deſert recounted, 
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to defire. 
K. Lew. Then, Warwick, this—Our ſiſter ſhall be Ed- 
 ward's; 
And now forthwith ſhall articles be drawn 
Touching the jcinture that your king muſt make, 
Which with her dowry ſhall be counterpois'd:— 
Draw near, queen Margaret; and be a witneſs, 
That Bona ſhall be wife to the Engliſh king. 
Prince. To Edward, but not to the Engliſb king. 
Queen. Deceitful Warwick ! it was thy device 
By this alliance to make void my ſuit; 
Before thy coming, Lewis was Henry's friend. 
X. Leꝛu. And fill is friend to him and Ott 3: 
But if your title to the crown be weak — 
As may appear by Edward's good ſucceſs— 
Then 'tis but reaſon, that I be releas'd 
From giving aid, which late I promiſed, 
Yet ſhall you have all kindneſs at my hand, 
That your eſtate requires, and mine can yield. 
War. Henry now lives in Scotland, at his eaſe ;: 
Where having nothing, nothing he can loſe. 
And as for you yourſelf, our quondam queen 
You have a father able to maintain you; 
And better twere, you troubled him than France. 
Queen. Peace, impudent and ſhameleſs Warwick, peace; 
Proud ſetter-up and puller-down of kings! 
I will not hence, till with my talk and tears, 
Both full of truth, I make king Lewis behold 
Thy ly See and thy lord's falſe love; 
[ Poft, blowing 4 Horn ꝛvithin. 
For both of you are birds of ſelf-ſame feather; 
K. Te zu. Warwick, this is ſome poſt to us, or thee. 
| Euter 
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Enter a Poſt. 
Pop My lord h, theſe letters are for you; 
[To WARWICK» 
Sent from your brother, marquis Montague.— 
Theſe from our king unto your majeſty. 
[To King 3 
And, madam, theſe for you; from whom, I know not. 
[To the Queen. They all read their Letters, 
'Oxf, L ike it well, that our fair queen and miſtreſs 
Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his. 
Prince. Nay, mark, how Lewis ſtamps as he were net; 
tled: | h | | | 
1 hope, all's for the beſt. | f 
K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy news ? and your's, 
fair queen ? 
Queen. Mine, ſuch as fills my heart with unhep'd joys. 
War Mine, full of forrow and heart's diſcontent. 
K. Lew. What! has your king marry'd the n Grey 7 
And now, to ſooth your forgery and his, 
Sends me a paper to perſuade me patience? _ 
Is this the alliance that he ſeeks with France ? 
Dare he preſume to ſcorn us in this manner? 
Queen. I told your majeſty as much before: 
This proveth Edward's love, and War wick's honeſty; 
War. King Lewis, I here proteſt -in ſight of ne | 
And by the hope I have of heavenly bliſc— 
That J am clear from this miſdeed of Edward's: 
No more my king, for he diſhonours me; 
But moſt himſeif, if he could ſee his ſname.— 
Did I forget, that by the houſe of York 
My father came untimely to his death ? 
Did I let paſs the abuſe done to my niece ? 
Did | impale him with the regal crown? — 
Did I put Henry from his native right? 
And am I guerdon'd at the laſt with ſhame ? 
Shame on himſelf ! for my deſert is honour, 
And, to repair my honour loſt for. him, 
I here renounce him, and return to Henry ;— 


SD r 


My noble queen, let former grudges paſs. 
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And heneeforth I am thy true ſervitor ; 

I will revenge his wrong to lady Bona, 

And replant Henry in his former ſtate, 
Quern. Warwick, theſe words have turn'd my hate to 

love | 

And I forgive and quite forget old faults, 

And joy that thou becom'ſt king Henry's friend. 
War. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend, 

That, if king Lewis vouchſafe to furniſh us 

With ſome few bands of choſen ſoldiers, 

Fl undertake to land them on our coaſt, 

And force the tyrant from his ſeat by war. 

Tis not his new-made bride-ſhall ſuccour him: 


And as for Clarence—as my letters tell me, 


He's very likely now to fall from him; 
For matching more for wanton luſt than honour, 
Or than for ſtrength and ſafety of our country, 
Bona. Dear brother, how ſhall Bona be reveng'd, 
But by thy help to this diſtreſſed queen? 
Queen. Renowned prince, how ſhall poor Henry live, 
Unleſs thou reſcue him from fonl deſpair ? 
Bona. My quarrel, and this Engliſh queen's, are one. 
Nar. And mine, fair lady Bona, joins with your's. 
K. Lew. And mine with her's 5, and thine and Mar- 
garet's. 
Therefore, at laſt, I firmly am reſolv'd,, 
You ſhall have aid. 
Queen. Let me give humble thanks * all at onte. 
X. Lew. Then England's meſſenger, return in poſt: 
And tell falſe Edward, thy ſuppoſed king 
That Lewis of France is ſending over maſkers, 
To revel it with him and his new bride; 
Thou ſeeſt what's paſt, go fear thy king withal. 
Bong. Tell him, In hope he'll prove a widower ſhortly, 


I'll wear the willow garland for his fake. 
Queen. Tell him, My mourning weeds are laid a 


And J am ready to oh armour on. i 
War. 
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War. Tell him from me, That he hath done me 


| wrong: 
And therefore I'll uncrown him, ere't be long. 
There's thy reward; be gone. [Exit Pas. 


K. Lew. But, Warwick; 
Thyſelf, and Oxford, with five thouſand men, 
Shall croſs the feas, and bid falſe Edward battle: 
And, as oecaſion ſerves, this noble queen 
And prince ſhall follow with a freſh ſupply. 
Yet, ere thou go, but anſwer me one doubt ;— 
What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ? 
War. This ſhall aſſure my conſtant loyalty ;— 
That if our queen and this young prince agree, 
I'll join my younger daughter, and my joy, 
To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands. 


Queen. Yes, I agree, and thank you for your motion {= 


Son n Edward, ſhe is fair and virtuous, 
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick; 
And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable, 
That only Warwick's daughter ſhall be thine. 
Prince. Yes, 1 accept her, for ſhe well deſerves, it; 
And kere, to pledge my vow, I give my hand. 
[ He gives bis Hand to WARWICK. 
K. Lew. Why ſtay we now? Theſe ſoldiers ſhall be 
levy'd, 
And thou, lord Bourbon, our high admiral, 
Shall waft them over with our royal fleet. 
T long, till Edward fall by war's miſchance, 
For mocking marriage with a dame of France. 
| [Exeunt, Manet WARWICKs 
War. I came from Edward as embaſſador, 
But I return his ſworn and mortal foe : 
Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me, 
But dreadful war ſhall anſwer his demand. 
Had he none elſe to make a ſtale, but me? 
Then none but I ſhall turn his jeſt to forrow. 
was the chief that rais'd him to the crown, 
And I'll be chief to bring him down again: 
> | : > Not 
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Not that I pity Henry's miſery, 5 
But ſeek revenge on Edward's mockery. (Exit. 


ACT Z. SCENE I. 


The Palace in England. Enter Grosr rx, CLARENCE, 
| SOMERSET, and MONTAGUE, 


Gleſter. 


Now tell me, brother Clarence, what think you 
Of this new marriage with the lady Grey ? 
Hath not our brother made a worthy choice ? 
Car. Alas, you know, *tis far from hence to France; 
How could he ſtay 'till Warwick made return? 
Som. My lords, forbear this talk ; here comes the king. 


Flouriſh. Enter King EDWARD, Lady GREY, as Queen; 
PEMBROKE, STAFFORD; and HASTINGS. Four ſtand 
en one fide, and four on the other. | 


Glo. And his well-choſen bride. 
-Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what I think. 
K. Edu. Now, brother of Clarence, how like you our 
choice, 
That you ſtand penſive, as half malecontent? 
Clar. As well as Lewis of France, « of the carl of War- 
wick ; 
Which are ſo weak of courage, and in judgment, 
That they'll take no offence at our abuſe. 
K. Edv. Suppoſe, they take offence without a cauſe, 
They are but Lewis and Warwick; I am Edward, 
Your king and Warwick's, and muſt have my will. 
Glo. And you ſhall have your will, becauſe our king ; 
Yet haſty marriage ſeldomi proveth well. 
K. Fdw. Yea, brother Richard, are you offended too: 
Gl. Not I: 


No; ; God forbid that I ſhould wiſh 5 ſever'd 
| Whom 
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Whom God hath join'd together: ay, and 'twere Pity, 
To ſunder them that yoke fo well together, 
K. Edw. Setting your ſcorns, and your miſlike, aſide, 


Tell me ſome reaſon, why the lady Grey "7 


Should not become my wife, and England's queen ? 
And you too, Somerſet, and Montague, 
Speak freely what you think, 

Clar. Then this is my opinion—that king Lewis 
Becomes your enemy, for mocking him | 
About the marriage of the lady Bona. 

Glo. And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge, 

Is now diſhonoured by this new marriage. 


K. Edo. what, if both Lewis and Warwick be ap- 


peas'd, 
By ſuch invention as I can deviſe ? 

Ment. Yet to have join'd with France i in ſuch alliance, 
Would more have ſtrengthen'd this our commonwealth 
Gainſt foreign ſtorms, than any home-bred marriage, 

Haft. Why knows not Montague, that of itſelf 
England is ſafe, if true within itſelf ? 


Mont. Ves; but the ſafer, when tis back'd with 


France. 

Hoſt. "Tis better uſing France, than truſting France; 
Let us be back'd with God, and with the ſeas, 
Which he hath given for fence impregnable, 
And with their helps alone defend ourſelves ; 
In them, and in ourſelves, our ſafety lies. 

Clar. For this one ſpeech, lord Haſtings well deſerves 
To have the heir of the lord Hungerford. 


K. Edw, Ay, what of that? it was my will, and grant; 


And, for this once, my will ſhall ſtand for law. 
Glo. And yet, methinks, your grace hath not done 
well, 
To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales 
Unto the brother of y our loving bride ; 
She better would have fitted me, or Clarence: 
But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 
Clar. Or elſe you would not have beſtow'd the heir 


Of che lord Bonville on your new wife's ſon, Per 
| : nc 


— 


5 — 8 e — * 
n r 1 222 


— 


2 Sk ff 
TE ta" — i 


tl >; wo 


P 
+ S, * 


. o& $;; Ad E n : 
FP ˙ : A rn I” 


F 
NE Id 


4 von ” = ge = he 

ee +, HEME 
r 
r 


O r 
3 
ä A 


2 
* 
22 3 
LS 


240 | THIRD PART OF ASI). 


And leave your brothers to go ſpeed elſewhere, 

X. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence! is it for a wife 
That thou art malecontent ? I will provide thee. 

Clar. In choofing for yourſelf, you ſhew'd "your judg- 

ment: 
Which being ſhallow, you ſhall give me leave 
To play the broker in mine own behalf; 
And, to that end, I ſhortly mind to leave you. 

K. Edo. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be king, 
And not be ty'd unto his brother's will. 

Queen. My lords, before it pleas'd his majeſty 
To raiſe my ſtate to title of a queen, 

Do me but right, and you muſt all confeſs 
That I was not ignoble of deſcent, 

And meaner than myſelf have had like fortune, 
But as this title honours me and mine, 

So your diflikes, to whom I would be pleaſing, 
Do cloud my joys with danger and with ſorrow, 

K. Edzw. My love, forbear to fawn upon their frowns; 
What danger, or what ſotrow can+-befall thee, 
So long as Edward is thy conſtant friend, 

And their true ſovereign, whom they muſt obey ? 

Nay, whom they ſhall obey, and love thee too, 

-Unleſs they ſeek for hatred at my hands: 

Which if they do, yet. will I keep thee ſafe, 

Aud they ſhall feel the vengeance of my wrath. 
Glo. { A/ide.] I hear, yet ſay not much, but think che 

| more. 

8 Enter a Poſt. 

K. Edw. Now, meſſenger, what letters, or what news, 
From France? 

Poft. My ſovereign liege, no letters: and few words, 
But ſuch as I, without your Nan os, 

Dare not relate. 
EK. Edw, Go to, we pardon'thee : ten, in brief, 
Tell me their words as near as thou canſt gueſs them. 
What anſwer makes king Lewis unto our letters ? 
Poſt. At my depart, theſe were his very words: 
| I „„ 
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Go tell faiſe Edward, thy ſuppoſed king 
That Lewis of France is ſending over maſters, 
To revel it with him and his new bride. 
K. Edw. Is Lewis ſo brave? belike he thinks me 
| Henry. 
But what ſaid lady Bona to my marriage ? 
Pot. Theſe were her words, utter'd with mild diſdain; ; 
Tell him, in hope be'll prove a widewer ſhortly, 
TII wwear the willow garland for his ſake. | 
K. Ed. ] blame not her, ſhe could ſay little leſs ; 
She had the wrong. But what ſaid Henry's queen? 
For | have heard that ſhe was there in place. 
Poſt. Tell him, quoth ſhe, my mourning weeds are done, 
And J am ready to put armour on. 
K. Ed. Belike, ſhe means ro play the Amazon, 
But what ſaid Warwick to theſe injuries ? 
Poſt. He, more incens'd againſt your majeſty 
Than all the reſt, diſcharg'd me with theſe words: 
Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong. 
Ana therefore I'll uncrown him, ere't be long. 
K. Edw. Ha! durſt the traitor breathe out ſo proud 
words ? 
Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn'd : 
They ſhall have wars, and pay for their preſumption. 
But ſay, is Warwick friends with Margaret? 
Pot. Ay, gracious ſovereign ; ; they are ſo link'd in 
5 friendſhip, 
That young prince Edward marries Warwick daughter. 
Clar, Belike, the younger ; Clarence will have the el- 
„Ger. 
Now, brother king, farewell, and fit you faſt, 
For 1 will hence to Warwick's other daughter: 
That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage 
I may not prove inferior to yourſelf. 
You, that love me and Warwick, follow me. 
| | Exit CLARENCE, and SOMERSET follo ros. 
Gle. Not I: » 
My thoughts aim at a further matter; 1 | 
Stay not for love of Edward, but the crown. [A/rde. * 
Vol. V. X EK. Elio. 
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K. Edo. Clarence and Somerſet both gone to War- 
wick ! 

Yet am I arm'd againſt the worſt can happen ; 

And haſte is needful in this deſperate caſe.— 

Pembroke and Stafford, you in our behalf - 

Go levy men, and make prepare for war; 

They are already, or quickly will be . 

Myſelf in perſon will ſtraight follow you. 

[Exeunt PEMBROKE and STAFFORD. 

But, ere I go, Hains end Montague— 

Reſolve my doubt. You twain, of all the reſt, 

Are near to Warwick, by blood, and by alliance : 

Tell me, if you love Warwick more than me! | 

If it be ſo, then both depart to him ; 

I rather wiſh you foes, than hollow friends : 

But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 

Give me aſſurance with ſome friendly vow, 

That I may never have you in ſuſpect. | 
Mont. So God help Montague, zs he proves true! 
Haft. And Haſtings, as he favours Edward's cauſe ! 

K. Edw. Now, wanne Richard, vill you ſtand 7 

us ? : 

Glo. Ay, in aeſpight of all that ſhall withſtand you. 

K. Edw. Why ſo; then am I ſure of victory. 

Now therefore ler us hence; and loſe no hour; y 
Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. [Exennt. 


o 
* * 


3 


- SCENE ZL. 


Warwickſhire, Enter Warwick, and OXFORD, 20/3 
4 French Soldjers.” | 


War, Truſt me, my lord, all hitherto goes well: 
The common people by numbers ſwarm to us. 
Enter CLARENCE and SOMERSET. 
But, ſee, where Somerſet and Clarence comes; 
Speak ſuddenly, my lords, are we all friends? 
Clar. Fear not that, my lord. | h 


* 
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War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto War- 


wick; ; 
And welcome, Somerſet :—T hold it 3 
To reft miſtruſtſal where a noble heart 
Hath pawn'd an open hand in ſign of love; 
Elſe might I think, that Clarence, Edward's brother, 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings: 
But welcome, Clarence my daughter ſhall be thine, 
And now what reſts, bat, in night's coverture, 
Thy brother being careleſs}y encamp'd, 
His ſoldiers lurking in the towns about, 
And but attended by a fimple guard, 
We may ſurprize and take him at our pleaſure? * 
Oar ſcouts have found the adventure very eaſy : 
That as Ulyſſes, and ſtout Diomede, 
With flight and manhood ſtole to Rheſus! tents, 
And brought from thence the *'hracian fatal ſteeds 
Se we, well cover'd with the night's black mantle, 
At unawares may beat down Edward's guard, 
And ſeize himſelf; I ſay not ſlaughter him, 
For I intend but only to ſurprize him — 
You, that will follow me to this attempt, 
A the name of Henry, with your leader, 


243 


[They ell cry, Henry. 


Why, tben, let's on our way in ſilent ſort : 
For Warwick and his friends, God and faint George! 


FF Exeunt, 


8 8 222 - 20 — 8 2 N _ * — 


SCENE III. 


EDbwanp's Camp. Enter the Watchmen to guard bis tent. 


x Watch. Come on my TIRE. each man take his 
land; OY 
The king, by this, is ſet him down to 1 
2 Watch What, will he not to bed? 
1 Watch. Why no: for he hath made a ſolemn vow, 


Never to lie and take his natural reſt, | 
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ill Warwick, or himſelf, be quite ſuppreſt. 

2 Watch. Tö-morrow then, belike, ſhall be the day, 
If Warwick be fo near as men report. 

3 Watch, But ſay, I pray, what nobleman is that, 
That with the king here reſteth in his tent? 

x Watch. *Fis the lord Haſtings, the king's chiefeſt 

friend. 
| 3 Watch. O, is it ſo ? But why commands the king, 
| ; That his chief followers lodge in towns about him, 
While he himſelf keepeth in the cold field ? 
| 2 Watch. Tis the more honour, becauſe more dange- 
| : rous. 
| 3 Watch. Ay; but give me worſhip, 4 quietneſs, 
I like it better than a dangerous honour. 
1 If Warwick knew in what eſtate he ſtands, 
i *Tis to be doubted, he would waken him. | 
x Watch. Unleſs our halberds did ſhut up his paſſage. 

0 2 Watch. Ay, wherefore elſe guard we his royal tent, 
| But to defend his perſon from ra | ? 


Enter WARWICS, Ciakutien, OxyroRD, SOMERSET, 
and French Soldiers, ſilent all. 


War. This is his tent; and ſee. where ſtand his guards. 
Courage, my maſters : honour now, OT, never! 
But follow me, and Edward ſhall be ours. 
T1 Watch. Who goes there? * 
2 Watch, Stay, or thou dieſt. 


[Wax wiex, and, the. 9 cry. „ Mar- 
wick 4 and ſet upon the Guard; who fly, crying 
Arn Arm. nne and the Reſt, following 
em. | 


, — ä ͤ — nA ee IR 


ie þ 81 9 8 N 
The Drum beating, and Trumpets ſounding. 
i 54300 tu. (19+ 4417 36800 i IM 
Suter WARWICK, SoMrReET, and the Rc ft, bringing the 
King out in a Goron, ſitting in a Chair ; ; Fin phenol and 
Has rIN CS /ty over the Stage. __ 
Sem, What are they that fly there ? 
5 A LEES War, 
* ; | 
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War. = ung, and one : let them go, here's the 
uke. 
K. Edo. The duke! why, Warwick, when we parted 
WE; -; 
Thou call'dſt me king 
War. Ay, but the cale is alter'd: 
When you difgrac'd me in my embaſſage, 
Then I degraded you from being king, 
And come now to create you duke of Vork. 
Alas! how ſhould you govern any kingdom, 4 
That know not how to uſe embaſſdors ; 
Nor how to be contented with one wile ; 
Nor how to uſe your brothers brotherly ; : 
Nor how to ſtudy for the people's welfare; 
Nor how to ſhrowd yourſelf from enemies? 
K. Edw. Vea, brother of Clarence, art thou here top 
Nay, then I ſee, that Edward needs muſt down. 


Vet, Warwick, in deſpight of all miſchance, | K hy 
Of thee thyſelf, and all thy complices _ IX. 


Edward will always bear himſelf as king: 
Though fortune's malice overthrow my ſtate, - 
My mind exceeds the compaſs of her wheel. 
War. Then for his mind, be Edward England's king: 
[ Takes off bis crowns - 
But i now ſhall wear the Engliſh crown, 
And be true king indeed : thou but the ſhadow,— 
My lord of Somerſet, at my requeſt, 
see that forthwith duke Edward be convey'd 
Unto my brother, archbiſhop of York. 
When J have fought with Pembroke and his fellows, 
PII follow you, and tell what anfwer 
Lewis, and the lady Bona, ſend to him ;— 
Now, for a while, farewel, good duke of York. 
K. Edw. What fates impoſe, that men muſt needs a- 
bide; | 
It boots not to reſiſt both wind and tide. 
[Exit King EDWARD, led out, 


Oxf. What now remains, any lords, for us to do, 
But march to London with our ſoldiers ? 


Ne X 3 War. 
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War. Ay, that's the firſt thing that we have to do; 
To free king Henry from impriſonment, 
And Tee him ſeated in the regal throne, [ Exeunt. 


CIT 
— — 
— —— 


* 


SCENE 1. 


London. The Palace. Enter the Queen, and RIVERS, 


"Riv. Madam, what makes you in this ſudden change ? 
Queen. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to learn, | 
What late misfortune is befall'n king Edward? 
Riv. What, loſs of ſome pitch'd battle againſt Wars 
wick ? | 
Queen. No, but the loſs of his own n perſon. 
Riv. Then is my ſovereign ſlain? 
Queen. Ay, almoſt ſlain, for he is taken priſoner; 
Either betray'd by falſehood of his guard, 
Or by his foe ſurpris'd at unawares ; 
And, as I further have to underitand, 
Is new committed to the biſhop of York, 
Fell Warwick's brother, and by that our foe. 
Riv. Theſe news, I muſt confeſs are full of prief : 
Yet, gracious madam, bear it as you may; 
Warwick may loſe, that now hath won the day, 
Dveen. Till then, fair hope muſt hinder life's decay. 
And I the rather wean me from deſpair, | 
For love of Edward's offspring in my womb : 
Tais is it that makes me bridle my paſſion, 
And bear with mildneſs my misfortune's croſs ; 
Ay, uy, for this I draw in many a tear, 
And flop the riſing of blood-ſucking ſighs, 
Leſt with my ſighs or tears I blaſt or drown 
King Edward's fruit, true heir to the Engliſh crown. 
Riv. But, madam, where is Warwick then become ? 
Queen. I am informed that he comes towards London, 
To tet the crown once more on Henry's head : 
Guels thou the reſt ; king Edward's friends muſt down. 
i But 
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But, to prevent the tyrant's violence 

(For truſt not him that once hath broken faith,) 

Vil hence forthwith unto the ſanctuary, 

To fave at leaſt the heir of Edward's right; 

There ſhall I reſt ſecure from force, and fraud, 

Come, therefore, let us fly, while we may fly ; 

If Warwick take us, we are ſure to die. [Exeunt. 


— 
— 


SCENE V. 


A Park near Middlebam- Caſtle in Yorkſhire. Fino Glo- 


STER, HASTINGS, and Sir WILLIAM STANLEY, 


Glo. Now, my lord Haſtings, and Sir William Soup 
ley, p 
Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, 
Into this chiefeſt thicket of the park. 
Thus ſtands the caſe : You know our king, my brother, 
Is priſoner to the biſhop here, at whoſe hands 
He hath good uſage and great liberty: 
And often, but attended with weak guard, 
Comes hunting this way to diſport himſelf. 
1 have advertis'd him by ſecret means, 
That if about this hour, he make this way, 
Under the colour of his uſuai game, 
He ſhall here find his friends, with horſe and * 
To ſet him free from his captivity. 
Enter King EDWARD, and @ Huntſman. 
Hunt. This way, my lord ; for this/way lies the game. 
K. Eav. Nay, this way, man ; fee, where the huntſ- 
men ſtandG.— 
Now, brother of Gloſter, lord Haſtings, and the reſt, 
Stand you thus cloſe to ſteal the biſhop's deer? 
Glo. Brother, the time and caſe requireth haſte ; 3 
Your horſe ſtands ready at the park- corner. 
X. Edzv. But whither ſhall we then? 
aft. To Lynn, my lord; and ſhip from thence to 
Flanders, 
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Cloe. Well gueſs'd, believe me; for * was my mean- 
ing. 
K. Edu. Stanly, L will requite thy forwardnefs, 
Glo. But wherefore ſtay we? *tis no time to talk. 
X. Edw. Huntſman, what ſay'ſt thou? wilt thou ge 
along ? 
Hunt. Better do ſo, than tarry and be hang'd. 
Glo. Come then, away ; let's ha' no more ado. 
K. Edw. Biſhop, farewel: ſhield thee from Warwick's 
frown; _ | 
And pray that I may repoſſeſs the crown. [ Exeunt. 


A. _ F 4 * = — * 
— ——— 
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SCENE VL. 


The Tower In London, Enter King Henky, CLARENCE, 
Warwick, SOMERSET, Young Richuoxp, OxFoRD, 
MoNTrAGUE, and Lieutenant of the Tower. 


K. Henry. Maſter lieutenant, now that God and friends 
Have ſhaken Edward from the regal ſeat ; 
And turn'd my captive ſtate to liberty, 
My fear to hope, my ſorrows unto joys; 
At our enlargement what are thy due fees ? 
Lieu. Subjects may challenge e of their ſo- 
vereigns; 
Zut, if an humble prayer may en 
then crave pardon of your majeſty. 

X. Henry. For what lieutanant ? for well uſing me? 
Nay, be thou ſure, Fil well requite thy kindneſs, 
For that it made my impriſonment a pleaſure ; 
Ay, ſuch a pleaſure as incaged birds ; 
Conceive, when, after many moody thoughts, 
At laſt, by notes of houſehold harmony, 

They quite forget their loſs of liberty,— 

But, Warwick, after God, thou ſet'ſt me free, 
And chiefly therefore I thank God, and thee ; 
He was the author, thou the 3 i 
Therefore, that may conquer fortune's ſpight, | 


By 
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By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me; 
And that the people of this bleſſed land 
May not be puniſh'd with thwarting ſtars ? 
Warwick, although my head' ſtill wear the crown, 
here reſign my government to thee, 
For thon art fortunate in all thy deeds. 
War, Your grace hath {till been fam'd for virtuous z; 
And now may ſeem as wiſe as virtuous, 
By ſpying, and avoiding, fortune's malice, 
For few men rightly temper with the ſtars : 
Vet in this one thing let me blame your grace, 
For chuſing me, when Clarence is in place. 
Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the ſway, 
To whom the heavens, in thy nativity, 
Adjudg'd an olive branch, and laurel crown, 
As likely to be bleſt in peace, and war; 
And therefore I yield thee my free conſent. 
War. And I chuſe Clarence only for protector. 
K. Henry. Warwick, and Clarence, give me both your 
hands ; 
Now join your hands, and, with your hands, your hearts, 
That no diſſention hinder government: 
I make you both protectors of this land; 
While I myſelf will lead a private life, 
And in devotion ſpend my latter days, 
To ſin's rebuke, and nay Creator's praiſe. 
War. What anſwers Clarence to his ſovereign's will? 
Clar. That he conſents, if Warwick yield conſent ; 
For on thy fortune | repoſe myſelf, 
War. Why then, though loth, yet muſt I be content: 
We'll yoke together, like a double ſhadow 
To Henry's body, and ſapply his place; 
I mean, in bearing weight of government. 
While he enjoys the honour and his eaſe. 
And, Clarence, now then it is more than needful, 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a traitor, 
And all his lands and goods confiſcated. 
Clar.. What elſe ? and that ſucceſſion be determin'd. 
War. Ay, therein Clarence mall not want his part. 
. X. 9 
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Kk. Henry. But, with the firſt of all our chief affairs, 
Let me entreat (for I command no more), 
That Margaret your queen and my fon Edward, 
Be ſent for, to return from France with ſpeed ! 
For, till I ſce them here, by doubtful fear 
My joy of liberty is half eclips'd. 
Clar. It ſhall be done, my ſovereign, with all ſpeed. 
K. Henry. My lord of Somerſet, what youth is that, 
Of whom you ſeem to have ſo tender care? 
Sem. My liege, it is young Henry, earl of Richmond. 
K. Henry. Come hither, England's hope : If ſecret 
powers [Lays his Hand on bis Head, 
Suggeſt bat truth to my divining thoughts, 


This pretty lad will prove our country's bliſs. 


His looks are full of peaceful majeſty : 

His head by nature fram'd to wear a crown, 

His hand to wield a ſceptre ; and himſelf 
Likely, in time, to bleſs a regal throne. 

Make much of him, my lords; for this is he, 
Mult help you more than you are hurt by me, 


Enter a Paß. 
War. What news, my friend? 
Pofi. That Edward is eſcaped from your brother, 
And fled, as he hears ſince, to Burgundy. ; 
War. Unſavory news: But how made he eſcape! 
Pol. He was convey'd by Richard duke of Gloſter, 


And the lord Haſtings, who attended him 


In ſecret ambuſh on the foreſt ſide, 
And from the biſhop's huntſmen reſcued him; 
For hunting was his daily exercife. 

Mar. My brother was too careleſs of his charge. 
But let us hence, my ſovereign, + eee | 
A ſalve for any ſore that may betide. + TO went. 

WEL? 05 14 1235 
Manent SOMERSET, RIicumoNnD, and eee 

Som. My lord, like not of this flight of Edward's ; 

For, doubtleſs, Burgundy will yield him help; 


Kana we ſhall have more wars, before't be long. 7 
5 


As Henry's late preſaging prophecy 
Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Lidmiaty 
So doth my heart miſgive me, in theſe conflicts 
What may befall him, to his har m, and ours: 
Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worſt, 
Forthwith we'll ſend him hence to Britany, 
Till ſtorms be paſt of civil enmity. | 
Of. Ay; for, if Edward re-poſſeſs the crown, 
'Fis like, that Richmond with the reſt ſhall down; 
Som. It ſhall be ſo; he ſhall to _—_ A 
Come, therefore, lets about i it ſpeedily... | [Exrunts 


th 
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s SCENE VII. 


York. * King W.. GLOSTER, HasrIx ds, and 
Soldiers. 


X Edw,. Now, brother Richard, lord Hakings, and 
the reſt ; 

Yet thus far fortune makeek us amends, 
And ſays—that once more I ſhall enterchange 

My wained ſtate for Henry's regal crown. 
Well have we paſs'd, and now repaſs'd'the ſeas, 
And brought deſired help from Burgundy : 
What then remains, we being thus arriv'd , 
From Ravenſpurg haven before the gates of York, 
But that we enter, as into our dukedom ? 

Glo. The gates made faſt!— Brother, I like not this; 
For many men, that ſtumble at the threſhold, 

Are well e danger lurks within. 
K. Edin. Tuſh, man! abodements muſt not now af- 

fright us: | 

By fair or foul means we muſt enter in, 1 
For hither will our friends repair to us. 


Haft. My liege, ['ll knock once more, to ſummon 
0 them. V 


— Y Enter, 
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| Enter, on the Walls, the Mayor of York, and bis Brethren, 


Mayor. My lords, we were fore-warned of your co- 
ming, N 
And ſhut the gates for ſafety of ourſelves; 
For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 
X. Edw. But, maſter mayor, if Henry be your king, 
Yet Edward, at the leaſt, is duke of York. 
ATcyor. True, my good lord; I know you for no lefs. 
K. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but my duke- 
dom; 
As being well content with that alone. 
Glo. But, when the fox has once got in his noſe, 
He'll ſoon find means to make the body follow. Ale. 
Heft. Why, maſter mayor, why ſtand you in a doubt? 
Open the gates, we are king Henry's friends. 
Mayer. Ay, ſay you ſo? the gates ſhall then be open'd, 
[ He deſcends. 
Glo, A wiſe ſtout captain, and perſuaded ſoon ! 
Hafi. The good old man would fain that all were well, 
So 'twere not long of him: but, being enter'd, 
I doubt not, f, but we ſhall ſoon perſuade 
Both him, and all his brothers, unto reaſon. 


| Re-enter the Mayor, and two Aldermen, befozo. 


K. Edw. So, maſter e theſe gates muſt not be 
| mut, 
But in the night, or in the time of war 


What! fear not, man, but yield me up the keys; . 
| [ Takes his Keys. 


For Edward will defend the town, and thee, 
And all thoſe friends that deign to follow me. 


"ILY Enter MONTGOMERY, with 4 Drum and Sel- 
diers. | 


Glo. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery, 
Our truſty friend, unleſs I be deceiv'd. 
K. Edw. Welcome, Sir John! But why come you in 


arms? - 
2 X DTont. 
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 Montg. To help king Edward in his time of ſtorm, 
As every loyal ſubje& ought to do. 


Edu. Thanks, good Montgomery: But we now for- 


get 
Our title to the crown ; and only od 
Our dukedom, till God pleaſe to ſend the reſt. 
Montg. Then fare you well, for Iwill hence again; 2 
came to ſerve a king, and not a duke.— 
Drummer, ſtrike up, and let us march away. 
Te Drum beg ins a Arn 
K. Eau. Nay, ſtay, Sir John, a while; and we'll 
debate, 
By what ſafe means the crown may be recover a... 
Mentg. What, talk you of debating ? in few words, 
If you'll not here proclaim yourſelf our king, 
VII leave you to your fortune; and be gone, 
To keep them back that come to ſuccour you: 
Why ſhould we tight, if you pretend no title ? 
_ Glo, Why, 3 wherefore ſtand you on Nice 
points ? | 
K. Edw. When we grow Rronger, then we'll make 
our claim : 
Till then, tis wiſdom to conceal our meaning. 
He. Away with ſcrupulous wit! now arms muſt 
| rule. 
Glo. And fearleſs minds climb ſooneſt unto crowns. 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand; 
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends 
K. Edw. Then be it as you will; for tis my right, 
And Henry but uſurps the diadem. 
Mentg. Ay, now my ſovereign ſpeaketh like himſelf; 
And now will | be Edward's champion. 
Haft. Sound, trumpet ; Edward ſhall be here pro- 
claim'd : 
Come, fellow-ſoldier, make thou proclamation, [ Flourifs, 


Sold. {Reags.} Edꝛbard the fourth, by the grace of God, 


king of England and France, and lord of Ireland, &c. 
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Monig. And whoſoc'er gainſays knig Edward's right, 
By this I challenge him to ſingle fight. | | 
[ Throws down his Gauntlet, 
Alt. Long live Edward the fourth ! | | 
K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomonety and thanks 
unto you all. 
If fortune ſerve me, V1] requite this kindneſs, 
Now, for this nigkt, let's harbour here in Vork: 
And, when the morning ſun ſhall raiſe his car | 
Above the border of this horizon, 
We'll forward towards Warwick, and his mates; 
For, well i wot, that Henry is no ſoldier.— 
Ah, froward Clarence —how evil it beſeems thee, 


To flatter Henry, and forſake thy brother! 


Yet, as we may, we'll meet both thee and Warwick, — 
Come on, brave ſoldiers; doubt not of the day; 
And, that once gotren, doubt not of large Pay. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE P11T. 


Zendon. Eater King HENRY, WaARwics, n, 
MoNTAGUE, EXETER ond OxxoRD. 


War. What counſel, lords? Edward from Belgia, 
With haſty Germans, and blunt Hollanders, 


IIath paſs'd in ſafety through the narrow ſeas. 


And with Bis troops doth march amain to London: 


And many giddy people flock to him. 


K. Henry. Let's levy men, and beat him back again, 
Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out ; 
Which, being ſuffer'd, rivers cannot quench. 
War. In Warwickſhire I have true-hearted friends, 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war; 
Theſe will I muſter up: — and thou, ſon ence, 
Shall ſtir, in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 


The knights, and gentlemen to come with thee ;j=- 


Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leiceſterſhire, ſhall find 
| Men 


AR IP. KING HENRY VI, 25 
Men well inclin'd to hear what thou command'ſt:.— 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov'd, 
In Oxfordſhire ſhalt muſter up thy friends, 
My ſovereign, with the loving citizen 
Like to this iſland, girt in with the ocean, 
Or modeſt Dian, circled with her nymphs— - 4 
Shall reſt in London, *till we come to him — | = 
Fair lords, take leave, and ſtand not to reply, 
Farewel, my ſovereign, 
K. Henry. Farewel, my Hector, and my Troy's true 
| hope. : 4 
Clar. In ſign of truth, I kiſs your highneſs' hand, 


82 Ho, > art es 8 mT” ,. Lat * 
* ——ũ—ũ——ä— f — — 


— 


2 38 © aa] 
e 


K. Henry. Well- minded Clarence, be thou foitunate | # 
Mont. Comfort my lord; — and ſo I take my leave. 4 
Oxf. ¶Kiſing HENRY's Hand.] og thus 1 ſeal my truth # 
and bid adicu. f 

K. Henry. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague, 4 
And all at once, once more a happy fare wel. * 
War. Farewel, ſweet lords; let's meet at Coventry. 9 
[Exeunt Warwick, CLARENCE, OXFORD; 3 

and MON TAG, 1 

K. Henry. Here at the palace will Ireſt a while, 3 
Couſin of Exeter, what thinks your lordſhip? ? 4 
Methinks, the power, that Edward hath in field, | ; 1 
Should not be able to encounter mine. I 
Exe, The doubt is, that he will ſeduce the reſt, # 
X. Henry. That's not my fear, my meed hath got I 
me fame: # 


T have not ſtopp'd mine ears to their demands, 
Nor poſted off their ſuits with flow delays ; 
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds, i 
My mildneſs hath allay'd their ſwelling griefs, : 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowing tears : : 4 
I have not been deſirous of their wealth, | 
Nor much oppreſs'd them with great ſubſidies, it 
Nor for ward of revenge, though they much err'd; : bl 
Then why ſhould they love Edward more than me ? 
Na, Exeter, theſe graces challenge grace: 
| i And 1 
| ; 


i 
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And, when the lion fawns upon the lamb, 
The lamb will never ceaſe to follow him, | 
[ Shout within, A Lancaſter I A Lancofler 
£xe, Hark, hark, my lord! what ſhouts arc theſc ? 


Enter King "HG pg G Los ER, and Soldiers, 


K. Edw, Seize on the ſhame-ſac'd Henry, bear him : 
hence, 

And once again proclaim us king of England — 
You are the fount that makes ſmall. brooks to flow: 
Now ſtops thy ſpring; my ſea ſhall ſuck them dry, 
And ſwell ſo much the higher by their ebb. —— 
Hence with kim to the Tower; kt him not ſpeak. 
| [ Exeunt ſome with King FIENRY, 
And, Joo towards Coventry bend we our courſe, 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains; 
The ſun ſhines hot, and, if we uſe delay, 
Cold biting winter mars our hop'd-for hay. 

Glo. Away betimes, before his forces join, 
And take the great- grown traitor, unawares; 
Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry. 

Exeunt. 


ACT Y. SCENE I. 


Before the Town of Coventry, Enter WARWICK, the 
Mayer of Coventry, tzvo Meſſengers, ane: 2 wpor 
ihe Walls. 


Warwick. : 


WI. FRE is the poſt, that came from valiant Oxford? 
How far hence 1s thy lord, mine honeſt fellow ? 
1 Me. By this at Dunſmore, marching hitherward. 
War. How far off is our brother Montague? 
Where is the poſt that came from Montague? 
| | | 2 2 My. 
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2 M.. By this at Daintry, with a puiſſant troop. 
Enter Sir JOHN SOMERVILLE. 
War. Say, Somet ville, what ſays my loving ſon ? 
And, by thy gueſs, how nigh is Clarence now? 
Somerv. At Southam I did leave him with his forces, 
And do expect him here ſome two hours hence. 
War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his drum. 
Somerv. It is not his, my lord; here Southam lies; 


The drum your honour hears, marcheth from Warwick. 


War. Who ſhould thank be ? belike, unlook'd-for 


friends, 
Semerv. They are at hand, and you ſhall quickly know. 


March. Flouriſb. Enter King EDwARD, GLOSTER, and 


Soldiers. 


K. Edw Go, trumpet, to the walls, and ſound a parley* 

Glo. See, how the ſurly Warwick mans the wall. 

War. Oh, unbid ſpight! is ſportful Edward come? 
Where ſlept our ſcouts, or how are they ſeduc'd, 

That we could hear no news of his repair ? 

K. Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the city gates, 
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee ?— 
Call Edward—king, and at his hands beg mercy, 

And he ſhall pardon thee theſe outrages. | 

War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence, 
Confeſs who ſet thee up and pluck'd thee down fa 
Call Warwick—patron, and be penitent, 

And thou ſhalt ſtill remain the duke of York. 

Go. thought, at leaſt, he would have ſaid— the king; 
Or did he make the jeit againſt his will? | 

War. Is not a dukedom, Sir, a goodly gift ? 

G!o. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give; 

n do thee ſervice for fo good a gift. 
War. Twas 1 that gave the kingdom to thy brother. 


K. Edw. Why, then "tis mine, if but by Warwick's 


giſt. 
War. Thou art no Atlas fer fo great a weight: 
And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift again; 
And Henry is my king, Warwick his ſubject. 
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K. Edw. But Warwick's king is Edward's priſoner : 
And, gallant Warwick, do. but anſwer this 
What is the body when the head is off? 
Glo. Alas, that Warwick had no more fore. caſt,. 
But, whiles he thought to ſteal the ſingle ten, 
The king was ſlily finger'd from the deck! 
You left poor Henry at the biſhop's palace, 
And, ten to one, you'll meet him in the Tower. 
K. Edw. Tis even ſo; yet you are Warwick ſtill. 
Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time, knee] down, 
kneel down. 
Nay, when! firike now, or elfe the iron cools. 
War. I had rather chop this hand off at a blow, 
And with the other fling it at thy face, 
Than bear ſo low a fail, to ſtrike to thee- 
K. Edw. Sail how thou canſt, have wind and tide thy 
friend ; 
This hand, faſt woond about thy coal- black hike, 
Shall, whiles thy head is warm, and new cut off, 
Write in the duſt this ſentence with thy blood— 
Nind. changing Warwick now can change no more, 
Enter OxFJRD, with Drum and Celours: 

War. O cheerful colours! ſee; where Oxford comes! 
Orff. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaſter ! 
Glo. The gates are open, let us enter too. 

X. Edw. So other foes may ſet upon our backs. 
Stand we in good array ; for they, no doubt, 
Will iſſue out again, and bid us battle; 
If not, the city being of ſmall defence, 
We'll quickly rouze the traitors in the ſame; | 
Har. O, welcome, Oxford! for we want thy help. 
Enter MoNTtAGUE, with Drum and Colours. 

Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaſter ! 

Glo. Thou and thy brother both ſhall buy this treaſon 


Even with the deareſt blood your bodies bear. 


X. Edw. The harder match'd, the greater victory; 


My mind preſageth happy gain, and conqueſt. 
Enter SOMERSET, with Drum and Coloura. 


Sam. Somerſet, Somerſet, for Lancaſter ! 


£5: S 
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Glo. Two of thy name, both dukes of Somerſet, 
Have ſold their lives unto the houſe of Vork; 
And thou ſhalt be the third, if this ſword hold. 
Enter CLAREN CE, with Drum and Colours, 
War. And lo, where George of Clarence ſweeps along, 
Of force enough to bid his brother battle; 
- With whom an upright zeal to right prevails, 
More than the nature of a brother's love: . 
Come, Clarence, come ; thou wilt, if Warwick calls. 
[4 Parley is founded; Ricard and CLARENcx 
ob her together; and then CLAkENCE takes bis 
red Roſe out of his Hat, and throws it at Wag- 
WICK. | 
Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what this means ? 
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee ; 
F will not ruinate my father's houſe, 
Who gave his bloed to lime the ſtones together, 
And ſet up Lancaſter. Why, trow'ſt thou, Warwick, 
That Clarence is ſo harſh, ſo blunt, unnatural, 
To bend the fatal inſtruments of war 
Againſt his brother, and his lawful king ? 
Perhaps, thou wilt object my holy oath ; 
To keep that oath, were more impiety 
Than Jepthah's, when he ſacrific'd his daughter, 
Jam ſo ſorry for my treſpaſs made, 5 
That, to deſerve well at my brother's hands, 
I here proclaim myſelf thy mortal foe ; 
With wſolution,, whereſoe'er I meet thee, 
(As I will meet thee, if thou ſtir abroad) 
To plague thee for thy foul miſ- leading me. 
And ſo, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee, 
And to my brother turn my bluſhing cheeks, 
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends; 
And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults, 
For Iwill henceforth be no more inconſtant. 


K. Eiw. Now welcome more, and ten times more be⸗ | 


lov'd, 
Than if thou never hadſt deſer vod our hate. | 
Glo. Welcome, good Clarence; this is brother-kke, 


War. 


W 
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Mar. O paſſing traitor, perjur'd, and unjuſt ! 
K. Edw. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the town; 
and fight ? 
Or ſhall we beat the ſtones + thine ears ? 
War. Alas, I am not coop'd here for deſence : 
F will away towards Barnet preſently, 
And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar'ſt. 
K. Edw. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the 
way ;=— 
Lords, to the field; faint George, and victory 53 
March. WAR WICK and his Company follow, 


* +> . : . 
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SCENE II. 


A Field of Battle near Barnet. Alarum and Excurſions, 
Enter EDWARD, bringing forth W AR WICK wounded, 


X. Edw. So, lie thou there: die thou, and die our 
fear; 
For Warwick was a bug that fear d us all — 
Now, Montague, fit faſt; I ſeek for thee, 
That Warwick's bones may keep thine company. T Exit, 
Mar. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend, or foe, 
And tell me, who is victor, York, or Warwick? 
Why aſk I that? my mangled body ſhows - 
My blood, my want of ſtrength, my ſick heart m—_ 
That I muſt yield my body to the earth, 
And, by my fall, the conqueſt to my foe. 
Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge, 
Whoſe arms gave ſhelter to the princely eagle, 
Under whoſe ſhade the ramping lion ſlept; 
Whoſe top branch over-peer'd Jove's ſpreading tree, 
And kept x few ſhrubs from winter's powerful wind. 
Theſe eyes, that now are dimm'd with death's black vcil, 
Have been as piercing as the mid-day ſun, 
To ſearch the ſecret treaſons of the world: 
The wrinkles in my brows, now fill'd with blood, 
Were liken'd oft to kingly ſepulchres: 
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For who liv'd king, but I could dig his grave? 

And who durſt ſmile, when Warwick bent his brow ? 
Lo, now my glory ſmear'd in duſt and blood! 

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 

Even now forſake me; and, of all my lands, 

Is nothing left me, but my.body's length 

Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and duſt ? 

| And, live we how we can, yet die we muſt, 

Enter OxroRD and SOMERSET, 


Sem. Ah, Warwick, Warwick! wert thou as we are; 3 | 


We might recover all our loſs again! 
The queen from France hath brought a puiſſant power; 
Even now we heard the news: Ah, couldſt thou fly! 
War. Why, then I would not fly.—Ah, Montague, 
If thou be there, ſweet brother, take my hand, 
And with thy lips keep in my ſoul a while! 
Thou lov'ſt me not; for, brother, if thou didſt, 
Thy tears would waſh this cold eh blood, 
That glews my lips, and will not let me ſpeak. 
Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead, 
Som. Ah, Warwick, Montague hath breath'd his laſt ; 
And to the lateſt gaſp, cry'd out for Warwick, 
And faid—Commend me to my valiant brother. 
And more he would have ſaid; and more he ſpoke, 
Which ſounded like a clamour in a vault, h 
That could not be diſtinguiſn'd; but, at laſt, 
1 well might hear deliver'd with a groan— 
O, farewell, Warwick! 
Mar. Sweet reſt his ſoul !— 
Fly, lords, and ſave yourſelves; for Warwick bids 
You all farewell, to meet in heaven! Dies. 
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the queen's great power ! 
[ They bear away his Body, and Exeunt, 


yy * 


SCENE 


| 


262 T uIID PART OF day. 


SCENE TIL. 


Another Part of the Field. Flouriſb. Enter King. EDwarD 
in triumph ; with GLOSTER, CLARENCE, and the Reft, 
X. Edv. Thus far our fortune keeps an upward courſe, 

And we are grac'd with wreaths of victory, 

But, in the midſt of this bright-ſhining day, 

I ſpy a black, ſuſpicious, threat'ning cloud, 

That will encounter with our glorious ſun, 

Ere he attain his eaſeful weſtern bed: 

I mean, my lords—thoſe powers, that the queen 

Hath rais'd in Gallia, have arriv'd our coaſt, 

And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 
Clay. A little gale will ſoon diſperſe that cloud, 
And blow it to the ſource from whence it came ; 
The very beams will dry thoſe vapours up; 
For every cloud engenders not a ſtorm. 
Glo. The queen is valu'd thirty thouſand ſtrong, 
And Somerſet, with Oxford, fled to her: 
If ſhe have time to breathe, be well aſſur' d, 
Her faction will be full as ſtrong as ours. 
K. Edw. We are advertis'd by our loving friends, 
That they do hold their courſe towards Tewkſbury: 


We, having now the beſt at Barnet field, 


Will thither ſtraight, For willingneſs rids way; 

And, as we march, our ſtrength will be augmented 

In every county as we go along.— 

Strike up the drum; = and away. [ Excunt, 


* — 


— 
63 


SCENE IF, 


TewIgury. March, Enter the Queen, Prince of WALES, 
SOMERSET, OXFORD, and Soldiers, 


"OM Great lords, wiſe men ne'er ſit and wail their 
loſs, 
But . ſeek how to redreſs their hs. 


What. 
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What though the maſt be now blown over-hoard, 
The cable broke, our holding anchor loſt, 
And half our ſailors ſwallow'd in the flood ? 
Yet lives our pilot ſtill : Ist meet. that he 
Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad, 
With .tearful eyes add water to.the ſea, 
And give more ſtrength to that which hath too much; ; 
Whiles, in his moan, the ſhip ſplits on the rock, I 
Which induſtry and courage might have ſav'd? j 
Ah, what a ſhame! ah, what a fault were this! | 
Say, Warwick was our anchor ; What of that ? 9 
And Montague our top-maſt ; What of him? i 
Our ſlaughter'd friends the tackles ; What of theſe ? : 
Why, is not Oxford here another anchor ? . 
And Somerſet another goodly maſt ? 
The friends of France our ſhrouds and tacklings? ? 
And, though unſkilful, why not Ned and I 
For once allow'd the ſkilful pilot's charge? h 
We will not from the helm, to fit and weep ; 4 
But keep our courſe, though the rough wind fay—no, 
From ſhelves and rocks that threaten us with wreck. 
As good to chide the waves, as ſpeak them fair. 
And what is Edward, but a ruthleſs ſea ? 
What Clarence, but a quick-ſand of deceit ? 4 
And Richard, but a ragged fatal rock ? | . 
All theſe the enemies to our poor bark. 
Say, you can ſwim; alas, tis but a while: ; 
Tread on the ſand ; why, there you quickly fink : 0 
Beſtride the rock; the tide will waſh you off, . 
Or elſe you famiſn, that's a threefold death. 
This ſpeak 1, lords, to let you underitand, g 
In caſe ſome one of you would fly from us, 
That there's no hop'd for mercy with the brothers. 
More than with ruthleſs waves, with ſands, aud rocks. 
Why, courage, then! what cannot be avoided, 
*T were childiſh weakneſs to lament, or fear. 

Prince. Methinks, a woman of this valiant ſpirit, 
Should, if a coward heard her ſpeak rheſe . 
Intuſe his breaſt with magnanimity, þ 
I Are ; 
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And make him, naked, foil a man at arms. 
1 ſpeak not this, as doubting any here; 

For, did I but ſuſpeR a fearful man, 

He ſhould have leave to go away betimes; 

Leſt, in our need, he might infect another, 

And make him of like ſpirit to himſelf. 

If any ſuch be here, as God forbid ! 

Let him depart, before we need his help. 

Oxf. Women and children of ſo high a courage! 
And warriors faint ; why, 'twere perpetual ſhame - 
Oh, brave young prince! thy famous grandfather 
Doth live again in thee; Long mayſt thou live, 

To bear his image, and renew his glories! 

Som. And he, that will not fight for ſuch a hope, 
Go home to bed, and, like the owl by * 

If he ariſe, be mock'd and wonder'd ar. 

Queen. Thanks, gentle Somerſet cr Oxford, 

thanks. 

Prince. And take his thanks, that yet hath nothing 

elle. | 


Enter a Monger. | | 

Meg. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand, 
Ready to fight; therefore be reſolute. 

O,. I thought no leſs: it is his policy, 
To haſt thus faſt, to find us unprovided. 

Som. But he's deceiv'd, we are in readineſs. . 

Queen. This cheers my heart, to ſee your forwardneſs, 

O,. Here pitch our battle, hence we will not budge. 


March. Enter King EDwaRD, GLosTER, CLARENCE, 
and Soldiers, on the other Side of the Stage, 


X. Edv. Brave followers, yonder ſtands the thorny 
| wood, 
Which, by the heaven's aſliſtance, and vour ſtrength, 
Muſt by the roots be hewa up yet ere night., 
need not add more fuel to your fire, 
For, well I wot, ye blaze to burn them out: 
Give ſignal to the fight, and to it, lords. 
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Deen. Lords, knights, and n what I ſhould 
fay,  - 
My tears gainſay; for every word I ſpeak, 
Ve ſee, I drink the water of mine eyes. 
Therefore, no more but this :>Henry, your ſovereign, 
Is priſoner to the foe; but his ſtate uſurp'd, 
His realm a laughter · houſe, his ſubjects ſlain, 
His ſtatutes cancell'd, and his treafare ſpent ; 
And yonder is the wolf, that makes this ſpoil. 
You fight in juſtice: then, in God's name, lords, 
Be valiant, and give ſignal to the fight, 
[Buth Parties go out. Alarum. Retreat, Excurſions. 


** 


SCENE V. 


Enter King ED wand, GLoSTER, CLARENCE, Cc. The 
Queen OXFORD, and SOMERSET, Priſoners. 


K. Edw. Lo, here a period of tumultuous hroils. 

Away with Oxford to Hammes' Caſtle ſtraight : 

For Somerſet, off with his guilty head. 

Go, hear them hence ; I will not hear them ſpeak. 
Oxf. For my part, VII not trouble thee with words. 
Som, Nor I, but ſtoop with patience to my fortune. 

[ZExeunt OXFORD and SOMERSET guarded. 

Dween, So part we ſadly in this troublous world, 

To meet with j joy in ſweet Jeruſalem. 
K. Edw. Is proclamation . who finds Ed- 

ward, 

Shall have a high reward, and he his life? 

Glo. It is; and lo, where youthſul Edward comes. 

| Enter Soldiers with the Prince, 

K Ew. Bring forih the gallant, let us hear him ſpeak ? 
What! can ſo young a thorn begin to prick ?— | 
Edward, what ſatisfaction canſt thou make, 

For bearing arms, for ſtirring up my ſubjects, 

And all the trouble thou haſt turn'd me to ? 
Prince. Speak like a ſubje&, proud ambitious York ? 
Vor. V. "i Suppoſe, 


— 


—— 


266 | THIRD PART OF FE: F. 


Suppoſe, that I am now my father's mouth: 


Reſign thy chair, and, where I ſtand, kneel thau, 
Whilſt I propoſe the ſelf ſame words to thee, 
Which, traitor, thou wouldſt have me anſwer to. 
Deen. Ah, that thy father had been ſo reſolv'd ? 
Glo. That you might ſtill have worn the petticoat, 
And ne'er have ſtol'n the breech from Lancaſter, 
Prince. Let Eſop fable in a winter's night; 
His curriſh riddles ſort not with this place. 
Glo. By heaven, brat, Il plague you for that word. 
Queen. Ay, thou waſt born to be a plague to men. 
Glo. For God's fake take away this captive ſcold. 
Prince. Nay, take away this e erook · back 
rather. 
XK. Edw. Peace wilful boy, or I will charm your 
tongue. | 
* Clar, Untutor'd lad thou art too malapert. 
Prince. | know my duty, you are all undutiſul: 
Laſcivious Edward—and thou perjur'd George— 
And thou miſ-ſhapen Dick! tell ye all, 
I am your better, traitor as ye are ;— 
And thou uſurp'ſt my father's right and mine. 
K. Edw. Take that, thou likeneſs of this railer here. 
[Stabs him. 


Glo. Sprawl'ſt thou ? take that, to end thy agony. 
7 8 Habs him. 


Clar. And there's for tw itting me with perjury. | 
[CLAR. fabs Vim. 


Dueen, Oh, kill me too! 


Glo. Mary, and ſhall, [Ofpers to Fill her. 
XK. Edo. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done too 
ä much. 


Glo, Why ſhould ſhe live to ll the world with words? 

X. Edw. What! doth the ſwoon ! uſe means for her 
recovery. 

Glo. Clarence, excuſe me to the king my brother; 


I'll hence to London on a ſerious matter: 


Ere ye come there, be ſure to hear more news. 
Clar. What? what? 
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Glo. The Tower, man, the Tower! [ Exit. 
Queen. Oh, Ned, ſweet Ned ſpeak to thy mother, 
boy! 


Canſt thou not ſpeaks - — — rers 

They, that ſtabb'd Ceſar, ſhed no blood at all, 

Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame, 

If this foul deed were bp, to equal it, 

He was a man; this, in reſpect, a child; 

And men ne'er ſpend their fury on a child. 

What's worſe than murderer, that I may name it? 

No, no; my heart will burſt, an if I ſpeak : 

And I will ſpeak, that ſo my heart may burſt. 

Butchers and villains, bloody cannibals ! 

How ſweet a plant have you untimely cropp'd! 

Fou have no children, butchers ! if you had, 

The thought of them would have ſtirr'd up remorſe ; 

But, if you ever chance to have a child, 

Look in his youth to have him ſo cut off, 

As, deathſmen! you have rid this ſweet young prince. - 
X. Edw. Away with her; go, bear her hence by force. 
Queen. Nay, never bear me hence, diſpatch me here; 

Here ſheath thy ſword, I'll pardon thee my death: 

What! wilt thou not ?—then, Clarence, do it thou. 

Clar. By heaven, I will not do thee ſo much eaſe. 


— 


? 


Queen. Good Clarence, do; ſweet Clarence, do thou 


do it, 
Clar. Didſt thou not hear me ſwear I would not do it? 
Queen. Ay, but thou uſeſt to forſwear thyſelf; 
*T was ſin before, but now 'tis charity. 
What ! wilt thou not ? where is that devil's butcher, 
Hard-favour'd Richard ? Richard, where art thou ? 
Thou art not here: Murder is thy alms- deed; 
Petitioner for blood thou ne'er put'it back. 
XK. Edw, Away, | jay; I charge ye, bear her hence. 
Den, So come to you, and yours, as to this prince? 
[ Exit Que en. 
X. Edw. Where's Richard gone? | 
Clar. To London, all in poſt ; and, as I gueſs, 
To make a bloody ſupper in the Tower, 
Z 2 K. Edxo. 
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K. Edev, He's ſudden, if a thing comes in his head. 
Now march we hence; diſcharge the common ſort 


With pay and thanks, and let's away to London, 


And ſce our gentle queen how well ſhe fares; 
By this, I hope the hath a ſon for us, [Exeunt, 


— Earth 7 * 


SCENE VH. 


. of London. Enter King Henzy with a Bok, 


and GLOSIER Tvith the Lieutenant, on the Tower Walls. 


Glo. Good day, my lord! What, at your book ſo hard? 
K. Henry. Ay, my good lord: My lord, I ſhould ſay 
| rather; 
»Tis ſin to flatter, good was little better: 
Good Gloſter, and good devil, were alike, 
And both prepoſterous; therefore, not good lord. 
Glo. Sirrah, leave us to ourletves ; we mult confer. 
| [ Exit Lieutenant, 
K. Henry. So flies the reckleſs ſhepherd from the wolf: 
So firſt the harmleſs ſheep doth yield his fleece, 
And next his throat, unto the butcher's knifc.— 
What ſcene of death hath Roſcius now to act? 
Glo. Suſpicion always haunts the guilty mind: 
The thief doth fear each buſh an officer. 
K. Henry. The bird, that hath been limed in a buſh, 
With trembling wings miſdoubteth every buſh : 


And I, the hapleſs male to one ſweet bird, 


Have now the fatal object in my eye, 


Where my poor young was lim'd, was caught, and kill'd. 


Glo. Why, what a peeviſh fool was that of Crete, 
That taught his ſon the office of a fowl? 
And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown'd. 
K. Henry. I, Dædalus; my poor ſon, Icarus; 
Thy father, Minos, that deny'd our courſe ; 
The ſun, that ſear'd the wings of my ſweet boy, 
Thy brother Edward; and thyſelf, the ſea, 
Whoſe envious gulph did ſwallow up his life. 
Ab, kill me with thy weapon, not with words! 
M's 
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My breaſt can better brook thy dagger's point, 
Than can my ears that tragic hiſtory, — 
But wherefore doſt thou come ? is't for my life ? 
Glo. Think'ſt thou, I am an executioner ? 
K. Henry. A perſecutor, I am ſure, thou art; 
If murdering innocents be executing, 
Why, then thou art an executioner. 
G!o. Thy ſon 1 kill'd for his preſumption. 
K. Henry Hadſt thou been kill'd, when firſt thou did 
| preſume, 
Thou hadſt not liv'd to kill a n of mine. 
And thus I propheſy that many a thouſand, 
Which now miſtruſt no parcel of my fear; 
And many an old man's ſigh, and many a widow” bs 
And many an orphan's water-ſtanding eye, 
Men for their ſous, wives for their huſbands' fate, 
And orphans for their parents timeleſs death—  _ 
Shall rue the hour that ever thou waſt born. 
The owl ſhriek'd at thy birth, an evil ſign; 
The night-crow cry'd, aboding luckleſs time; 
Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempeſts ſhook down trees; 
The raven rook'd her on the chimney's top, 
And chattering pyes in diſmal diſcords ſung. 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 
And yet brought forth leſs than a mother's hope ; 
To wit=an undigett deformed lump, 
Not like the fruit of ſuch a goodly tree. 
Teeth hadſt thou in thy head, when thou waſt born, 
To ſignify thou cam'ſt to bite the world : 
And, if the reſt be true which I have heard, 
Thou cam'ſt into the world with thy legs forward 
Glo. VIL hear no more. — Die, prophet, in thy ſpeech; 
[ Stabi him. 


For this, 3 the reſt, was L ordain'd. 


K. Henry. Ay, and for much more ſlaughter after this. 


O God! forgive my ſins, and pardon thee ! | Dies. 
Ge. What, will the aſpiring blood of Lancaſter 
Sink in the ground? I thought it would have mounted, 


See, how my ſword weeps for the poor king's death? 
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O, may ſuch purple tears be always ſhed 

From thoſe that wiſh the downfal of our houſe !— 

If any ſpark of life be yet remaining, 

Down, down to hell; and ſay—! ſent thee thither, 
[ Stabs bim again, 

I, that han neither pity, love, nor fear. 

Indeed, 'tis true, that Henry told me of; 

For I have often heard my mother ſay, 

came into the world with my legs forward: 

Had I not reaſon, think ye, to make haſte, 

And ſeek their rvin that uſurp'd our right ? 

The midwite wonder'd ; and the women cry'd, 

O, Feſus bleſs us, he is born with teeth ! 

And fo I was; which plainly ſigniſy'd— 

That 1 ſhould ſnarl, and bite, and play the dog. 

Then, fince the heavens have ſhap'd my body ſo, 

Let hell make crook'd my mind, to anſwer it, 

1 had no father, I am like no father ; 

J have no brother, I am like no brother: 

And this word—Love, which grey-beards call divine, 

Be reſident in men like one another, 

And not in me; I am myſelf alone.— 

Clarence, beware; thou keep'ft me from the light; 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee ; 

For I will buz abroad ſuch prophecies, 

That Edward ſhall be fearful of his life ; 

And then, to purge his fear, I'll be thy death. 

King Henry, and the prince his ſon, are gone; 

Clarence, thy turn is next; and then the reſt ; 

Counting my ſelf but bad, 'till I be beſt.— 

1 throw thy body in another room, 

And triumph, Heury, in thy day of doom, Exit, 
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SCENE V.. 


The Palace in London, Enter King EDWARD, the Queen, 


with the Young Prince, CLARENCE, GLOSTER, Has- 
TINGS, and Attendants. 


K. Edꝛo. Once more we ſit on England's royal throne, 


Re-purchas'd with the blood of enemies. 
What valiant foe-men, like to autumn's corn, 
Have we mow'd down, in top of all their pride? 
Three dukes of Somerſet, threefold renown'd 
For hardy and undoubted champions: 
Two Cliffords, as the father and the fon, 
And two Northumberlands; two braver men 
Ne'er ſpurr'd their courſers at the trumpet's ſound : 
With them the two brave bears, Warwick and Monta- 
gue, 
That i in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion, 
And made the ſoreſt tremble when they roar'd. 
Thus have we ſwept ſuſpicion from our ſeat, 
And made our footſtool of ſecurity.— 
Come hither, Beſs, and let me kiſs my boy: 
[ Taking the Child, 
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and mylcif, 
klave in our armours watch'd the winter's night; 
Went all afoot in ſummer's ſcalding heat, 
That thou might repoſſeſs the crown in peace ; 
And of our labours thou ſhalt reap the gain. 
Glo. Vl: blaſt his harveſt, if your head were lay'd ; 
For yet I am not look'd on in the world, 
This ſhoulder was ordain'd fo thick, to heave; 
And heave it ſhall ſome weight, or break my back : 
Work thou the way—and thou ſhalt execute. [ Aſide, 
K. Edw. Clarence and Gloſter, love my lovely 
| queen; 
And kiſs your princely nephew, brothers both. 
Clar. The duty that I owe unto your majeſty, 
1 {cal upon the lips of this ſweet babe, 
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Qucen. Thanks, noble Clarence; worthy brother, 
thanks. 
Glo. And, that I Oe the tree from whence thou 
ſprang'ſt 
Witneſs the loving kiſs | give the fruit 
To ſay the truth, ſo Judas kiſs'd his maſter ; JÞ 
And cry'd—all hail ! when as he mean—all 4; de, 
harm. 5 ' 
X. Eu. Now am I ſeated as my ſoul delights, 
Having my country's peace, and brothers“ loves. 
Clar. What will your grace have done with Marga- 
ret ? | 
Reignier, her father, to the king of France 
Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Jeruſalem, 
And hither have they fent it for her ranſom. 
K. Edo. Away with her, and waft her hence to 
5 France, 5 
And now what reſts, but that we ſpend the time 
With ſtately triumphs, mirthful comic ſhows, 
Such as befit the pleaſures of the court 
Sound, drums and trumpets {—farewel, ſour annoy ! 
For here, I hope, begins our laſting j joy. [Exeunt omnes. 


THE END. 
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RICHARD III. 


Dramatis Pexſonae. + 


ME N. 


Kin g Edward IV. 
Edward, Prince of Wales, after- ) | 
wards Edward V, -Sons to Edward IV. 


Richard, Duke of Vork, 

George, Duke of Clarence, Brother to Edward IV. 
A young Son of Clarence. 

Richard, Duke of Gloſter, Brother to Edward IV. after- 
8 wards King Richard III. 

Cardinal Bourchier, Archbiſhop'of Canterbury. 
Archbiſhop of Vork. 
Biſhop of Ely. 

Duke of Buckingham. 

Duke of Norfoll. Earl of Surrey 

| Earl Rivers, Brother to King ; Edward's ueen. 
Marquis of Dorſet, 

Lord Grey F her gans. 

Earl of Rivbmond, alterwards King m_ VII. 
Lord Heftings. 

Sir Thomas Vaughan, 

Sir Richard Ratcl: iſe 

Lord Lovel. 

Sir William Cateſby.. 

Sir James Tyrrel. 

Lord Stanley. 

Earl of Oxford. 

Sir Fames Blount. 

Sir Walter Herbert. | 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, Lieutenant of the Tower. 
Chriflopher Urſwick, a Prieſt. Another Prieſt. 
Lord 8 8 88 


WOMEN. 


Elizabeth, Queen of Edward IV. 

Queen Margaret, Widow of Henry VI. 

Anne, Widow of Edward Prince of Wales, Son to Henry 

| VI. afterwards married to the Duke of Gloſter. 
Ducheſs of York, Mother to Edward IV. Clarence, and 

Richard III. 


Sheriff, Purſuivant, Scrivener, Citizens, Ghoſts, Soldiers, 
and other Attendants. 
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RICHARD III. 


ACTI. SCENE T. 


England, London, A Street. Enter e Dule of 
Gloſter, 


2 | Gloſter. 


ow is the winter of our diſcontent 
Made glorious fummer by this fun of York ; 
And all the clouds, that lowr'd upon our houſe, 
In the deep boſom of the ocean bury'd. 
Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths; 
Our bruiſed arms hung up for monuments ; 
Our ſtern alarums chang'd to merry meetings, 
Our dreadful marches to delightful meaſures. . 
Grim-viſag'd war hath ſmooth'd his wringled front, 
And now—inſtead of mounting barked ſteeds, 
To fright the ſouls of fearful adverſaries— 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 
To the laſcivious pleaſing of a lute, 
But I—that am not ſhap'd for ſportive tricks, 
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glaſs; 
I, that am rudely ſtamp'd, and want love's majeſt ys, 
To ſtrut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 
I that am curtail'd of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by diſſembling nature, 
Deform'd, unfiniſt'd, ſent before my time 
Into this breathing world, ſcarce half made up, 
And that ſo lamely and unfaſhionably, 
That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them 
Why I, in this weak piping time of peace, 
Have no delight to paſs away the time; 
Unleſs to ſpy my ſhadow in the ſun, 
Aud deſcant on mine own deformity : 
535 And 
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And therefore ſince. I cannot prove a lover, 
To entertain theſe fair well- ſpoken days 
I am determined to a prove a villain, 
And hate the idle pleaſures of theſe days. 
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, 
By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams, 
To ſet my brother Clarence, and the king, 
In deadly hate the one againſt the other: 
And if king Edward be as true and juſt, 
As I am ſubtle, falſe, and treacherous, 
This day ſhould Clarence cloſely be mew'd up: 
| About a prophecy, which ſays—that G 
Of Edward's heirs the murderer ſhall be. 
Dive, thoughts, down to my ſoul! here Clarence comes.) 
Enter CLARENCE guarded, and BRAKENBURY. 
N Brother, good day; What means this armed guard, 
f That wait upon your grace? 
1 Clar. His majeſty, 
1 Tender ing my perſon's ſafety, hath appointed 
; This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 
Glo. Upon. what cauſe ? 
Clar. Becauſe my name is—George. 
Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of your's; 
He ſhould, for that, commit your godfathers: 
O, belike his majeſty hath ſome intent, 


D r N 


_ e 


That you ſhould be new chriſten'd in the Tower. 
But what's the matter, Clarence? may | know ? 
5 Clar. Vea, Richard, when l know ; for 1 peeecſt, 


As yet I do not : But, as | can iy 
He hearkens after prophecies, and dreams; 
And from the croſs-row plucks the letter G, 
And ſaye—a wizard told him, that by G, 
His iſſue diſinherited ſhould be: 
And, for my name of George begins with G, 
It follows in his thought that Iam he: 
Theſe as I learn, and ſuch like toys as theſe, 
Has mov'd his highneſs to commit me now, _ 
Glo. Why, this it is, when men are rul'd by women !— 
*Tis not the king, that ſends you to the Tower; 
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My 3 Grey his wife, Clarence, 'tis ſhe, 
That tempts him to this harſh extremity. 


Was it not ſhe, and that good man of worſhip, | | 4 
Anthony Woodeville, her brother there, "5 
"That made him ſend lord Haſtings to the Tower; | 77 


From whence this preſent day he is deliver'd ? | | 
We are not ſafe, Clarence, we are not fafe, . . | 4 
Clar. By heaven, I think, there is no man ſecure, | 9 
But the queen's kindred, and night-walking heralds " 
That trudge betwixt the king and miſtreſs Shore. | 
Heard you nat, what an humble ſuppliant : 
Lord Haſtings was to her for his delivery ? "iy 
Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity - 7 
Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 
PII tell you what—I think, it is our way, 
if we will keep in favour with the king, 
To be her men, and wear her livery : 
The zealous o'er-worn widow, and herſelf, 
Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewomen, 
Are mighty goſſips in this monarchy. | 13 
Brak. | beſeech your graces both to pardon me; = 
His majeſty hath ſtraitly given in charge, 3 
That no man ſhall have private conference, 
Of what degree ſoe ver, with his brother. 
Glo Even ſo? an pleaſe your worſhip, Brakenbury, 
You may partake of any thing we ſay: 
We ſpeak no treaſon, man: We ſay, the king 
It wiſe, and virtuous; and his noble queen 
Well truck in years; fair, and not jealous :t— 
We ſay, that Shore's wife hath a pretty foot, 
1 cherry lip, a bonny eye, a paſſing pleaſing tongue; 
That the queen's kindred are made gentle - folks: 
How ſay you, Sir? can you deny all this? g 
Biral. With this, my lord, myſelf have nought to do. 
Glo. Naught te do with miſtreſs Shore? Vil tell thee, _ 
fellow, 
He that doth naught with her, excepting one, 
Were belt to do it ſecretly alone. 
Bral. What one, my lord? | 
Vol. V. Aa Cs, 
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Slo. Her huſband, knave ;—Would'ſt thou betray me? 
Bral. 1 er your grace to een me; and, with- 


al, 


Forbear your conference with the noble duke. 


Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey. 
Glo. We are the queen's ſubjects, and muſt obey. 
Brother, farewell: 1 will unto the king; ; 
And whatſoc'er you will employ me in— 
Were it to call king Edward's widow—liſter— 


J will perform it, to enfranchiſe you. 


Mean time, this deep diſgrace in brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 
Clar. I know it pleaſeth neither of us well. 
Glo, Well, your impriſonment ſhall not be long; 
J will deliver you, or elle Iye for you: , 


Mean time, have patience. 


Clar. I muſt perſorce ; farewell. 

[ Exeunt CLARENCE and BRAKENBURY. 

Glo. Go, tread the path that thou ſhalt ne'er return, 
Simple, plain Clarence Al do love thee ſo, : 
That I will ſhertly ſend thy ſoul to heaven, 
if heaven will take the preſent at our hands. 

But who comes here ? the new-deliver'd Haſtings ? 
; Enter HASTINGS. 

Haft. Good time of day unto my gracious lord! 

G. As much unto my good lord chamberlain ! 
Well are you welcome to this open air. 

How hath your lordſhip brook'd impriſonment ? 

Hafi. With patience, noble lord, as priſoners muſt : 
But I ſhall live, my lord, to give them thanks, | 
That were the cauſe of my impriſonment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt; and ſo ſhall Clarence too; 
For they, that were your enemies, are his, 

And have prevail'd as much on him, as you. 

Haft. More pity that the eagle ſhould be mew'd, 
While kites and buzzard's prey at liberty. 

Glo. What news abroad ? 

Haß. No news ſo bad abroad as this at home ;— 
The king is ſickly, weak, and melancholy, 
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And his phyſicians fear him mightily. 

Glo. Now, by ſaint Paul, that news is bad indeed. 
O, he hath kept an evil diet long, 
And over-much conſum'd hi- royal perſon ; . 
'T'is very grievous to be thought upon. 
What, is he in bed? 

Ha ft, He is. 

Glo, Go you before, and I will follow you. 
[Zxit, HASTINGS. 
He cannot live, I hope; and muſt not die, | 
Till George be pack'd with poit-horſe up to heaven, 
PI in. to urge his hatred more to Clarenee, 
With lies well ſteel'd with weighty arguments; 
And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to live: 
Which done, God take king Edward to his mercy, 
And leave the world for me to buſtle in! 
For then Ill marry Warwick's youngeſt daughter : 25 
What though I kill'd her huſband, and her ſather: 
The readieſt way to make the wench amends, 
Is to become her huſband, and her father: 
The which will I; not all ſo much for love, 
As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 
By marrying her, which I muſt reach unto. 
But yet I run before my horſe to market ; 
Clarence ſtill breathes; Edward ſtill lives, and reigns; 
When they are gone, then muſt I count my gains. [ Exit. 


* » — 


SCENE TI. 


Another Street. Enter the Corſe of Huway the Sixth, ⁊vi 
Halberds to guard it; Lady ANNE being the Mourner 
Anne. Set down, ſet down your honourable load— 

If honour may be ſhrouded in a hearſe— : 

Whilſt I a while obſequiouſly lament 

The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaſter, 

Poor * figure of a holy king ! 
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Pale aſhes of the houſe of Lancaſter ! 
Thou bloodleſs remnant of that royal blood! 
Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghoſt, 
To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy ſlaughter'd. ſon, 
Stabb'd by the ſelf- ſame hand that made theſe wounds 
Lo, in theſe windows, that let forth thy life, 
I pour the helpleſs balm of my poor eyes. 
O, curſed be the hand, that made theſe holes! 
Curſed the heart, that had the heart to do it ! 
Curſed the blood, that let this blood from hence! 
More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 
That makes us wretched by by the, death of thee, 
Than I can wiſh to adders, ſpiders, toads, 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives! 
If ever he have child, abortive be it, 
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 
Whoſe ugly and unnatural aſpect 
May fright the hopeful. mother at the view; 
Aud that be heir to his unhappineſs ! 
If ever he have wife let her be made 
More miſcrable by the death of him, 
Than I am made by my young lord, and thee !—- 
Come, now, toward Chertſey with your holy load, 
Taken from Paul's to be interred there; 
And, ſtill as you are weary of the weight, 
Reſt you, whilſt I lament king Henry's corſe. 
Enter GLOSTER. 
Glo. Stay you, that bear the corſe, and ſet it down, 
Anne, What black magician conjures up this fiend, 
To ſtop devoted charitable deeds ? 
Glo. Villains, ſet down the corſe; or, by ſaint Paul, 
Eu make a corſe of him that diſobeys. 
Gen. My lord, ſtand back, and let the coffin paſs. 
Glo. Unmanner'd dog! ſtand thou when I command : 
Advance thy halberd higher than my breaſt, 
Or, by ſaint Paul, I'll ſtrike thee to my foot, 
And ſpurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldneſs. 
Anne. What, do you tremble ? are you all afraid? 
Alas, 


Alas, I blame you not : for you are mortal, 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil.— 
Avaunt, thou dreadful miniſter of hell! 

Thou hadſt but power over his mortal body, 
His ſoul thou canſt not have; therefore be gone. 


Glo. Sweet ſaint, for charity, be not ſo curſt. x 
Anne. Foul devil; for God's lake, _— and trouble 
us not; 


For thou haſt made the happy earth thy hell, 

Fill'd it with curſing cries, and deep exclaims. - 

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 

Behold this pattern of thy butcheries :— 

Oh, gentlemen, ſee, ſee ! dead Henry's wounds 

Open their congeal'd mouths, and bleed afreſh !— 
Bluſh, bluſh, thou lump of foul deformity ; 

For 'tis thy preſence that exhales this blood 

From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells :: 
Thy deed inhuman, and unnatural, | 
Provokes this deluge moit unnatural. 
O God, which this blood-mad'ſt, revenge his death ! 
O earth, which this blood drink'ft, revenge his death. 


Either, heaven, with lightning, ſtrike the murderer dead; 


Or, earth, gape open wide, -and eat him quick ; 
As thou doſt ſwallow up this good king's blood, 
Which his hell-govern'd arm hath butcher'd ! 
Glo. Lady, yon know no rules of charity, 
Which renders good for bad, bleſſings for curſes. 
Anne. Villain, thou know'ſt no law of God nor man; 
No beaſt ſo fierce, but knows ſome touch of pity. 
Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beaſt, 
Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth ! 
Glo. More wonderful, when angels are fo angry.— 
Vouchſafe, divine perfection of a woman, 
Of theſe ſuppoſed evils, to give me leave, 
By circumſtance; but to acquit myſelf. 
Anne. Vouchſafe, diffus'd infection of a man, 
For theſe known evils, but to give me leave, 
By circumſtance, to curſe thy curſed.ſel?. 
Glo, Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have” 
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Some patient leiſure to excuſe myſelf. 
Anne. Fouler than heart can think mes: thou canſt 

make 

No excuſe current, but to 8 thyſelf. 

Glo. By ſuch deſpair, I ſhould accuſe myſelf. 
Anne, And, by deſpairing, ſhalt thou ſtand excus'd 

For doing worthy vengeance on thyſelf, 

That didſt unworthy flaughter upon others. 

Glo. Say, that I ſlew them not? 

Anne. Then ſay, they were not flain : 

But dead they are, and, deviliſh ſlave, by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your hufband. 

Anne. Why, then, he is alive, | 

Glo..Nay, he is dead; and ſlain by Edward's hand. 

Anne. In thy. foul throat thou ly'ſt; queen Margaret: 
i faw ; q 

Thy-murderous faulchion ſmoking in his bload ; 

The which thou once didit bend againſt her brealt, 

But that thy brothers beat aſide, the point. . 

Glo. Lwas provoked by her ſland'rous tongue, 

That laid their guilt upon my gwltleſs ſhoulders, 

Aune, Thou waſt provoked by thy bloody mind, 

That never dreamt on aught but butcheries: 

Didſt thou not kill this 12 ? 

Glo, I grant Jos = 
Anne. Doll grant. ny beuge beg; 2 then, God gran: 
me too, 

Thou may'ſt be damned for thas winks deed! 

O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous. 
Glo. The fitter for the King of heaven that hath FRE 
Anne. He is in heaven, where thou ſhalt never come. 
Gio. Let him thank me, that holp to ſend him thither; 

For he was fitter for that place, than earth. _ 

Anne. And thou unfit for any place, but hell. 
Glo. Yes, one place elſe, if you will hear me name it. 

Anne. Some dungeon. 

Glo. Your, bed- chamber. 
Aane. Ill reſt betide the chamber where thou lyeſt! 
Glo. So will it, madam, *till I lie with you. 


Anne. 
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Anne. 1 hope ſo. 
Glo. | know ſo.— But, gentle lady Anne 
To leave this keen encounter of our wits, 
And fall ſomewhat into a ſlower method; 
Is not the cauſer of the timeleſs deaths 
Of theſe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 
As blameful as the executioner? 
Anne. Thou waſt the cauſe, and moſt accurs'd effect 
Glo. Your beauty was the cauſe of that effect; 
| Your beauty, which did haunt me in my fleep, 
Jo undertake the death of all the world, 
80 L might live one hour in your ſweet boſom. 
Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, - 
Theſe nails ſhould rend that beauty from my cheeks, 


Glo. Theſe eyes could not endure that beauty's wrecks, 


You ſhould not blemiſh it, if | ſtood by: 
As all the. world is chcered by the ſun, 
30 I by that; it is my day, my life. 
Anne, Black night o'er-ſhade 9 8 day, and death 1 
life! 
Glo. Curſe not thyſelf, fair creature; thou art botiee. 
Ante I would I were, to be reveng'd on thee, 
Glo. It is a quarrel moſt unnatural, 
Tobe reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 
Anne, Tt is a quarrel juſt and reaſonable, 
To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my huſband. 
Glo. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy huſband, 
Did it to help thee to a better huſband. 
Anne His better doth not breathe upon _ earth. 
Glo. He lives, that loves you better than he couls;- . 
Anne Name him. 
Glo. Plantagenet. 
Anne. Why, that was he. 
 Gls. The ſelf-ſame name, but one of better nature. 
Anne. Where is he? 
Glo. Here: She 188 41 him. Why doſt thou ſpit af 
| me? 
Anne. Would it were mortal poiſon for thy ſake ? 
Glo, Never came poiſon from fo ſweet a place. 
f Anne. 
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Anne. Never hung poiſon on a fouler toad, 
Out of my ſight !- thou doſt infect mine eyes. 
Glo. Thine eyes, ſweet lady, have infected mine. 
Anne. Would they were baſiliſks, to ſtrike thee dead 
Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once; 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
Thoſe eyes of thine from mine have drawn ſalt tears, 
Sham'd their aſpects with ſtore of childiſh drops: 


Theſe eyes, which never ſhed remorſeful tea. 


Not, when my father York and Edward wept, 

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 

When black-fac'd Clifford ſhook his ſword at him: 

Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 

Told the ſad ſtory of my father's death; 

And twenty times made pauſe, to ſob, and weep, 

That all the ſtanders-by had wet their cheeks, - 

Like trees bedaſh'd with rain: in that ſad time, 

My manly eyes did ſcorn an humble tear ; 

And what theſe ſorrows could not thence exhale, 

Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 

I never ſu'd to friend, nor enemy; 

My tongue could never learn ſweet ſoothing word ; 

But now thy beauty is propos'd my fee, 

My proud heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to ſpeak. 
{She looks ſcornfully at bim. 

Teach not thy lip ſuch ſcorn; for it was made 

For kiſſing, lady, not for * contempt. 

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 

Lo! here I lend thee this ſharp- pointed ſword ; 


Which if thou pleaſe to hide in this true breaſt, 


And let the ſoul forth that adoreth thee, 
Llay it naked to thy deadly ſtroke, 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

[He lays his breaft open, fe offers at it with his ſrword. 
Nay, do not pauſe ; for I did kill king Henry ;— 
But twas thy beauty that provoked me. 
Nay, now diſpatch ; *twas I that ftabb'd young Ed- 

ward. | 
But- 
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But 'twas thy heavenly face that ſet me on. 
[ She lets fall the fword, 
Take up the ſword again, or take up me. 

Anne. Ariſe, diſſembler; though I wiſh thy death, 
I will not be thy executions, 

Glo. Then bid me kill myſelf, and I will doit, 

Anne. I have already. 

Glo. That was in thy rage: 

Speak it again, and, even with the word, 
This hand, which, for thy love did kill thy love, 
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love; 
To both their deaths ſhalt thou be acceſſary. 
Anne. I would I knew thy heart. 

Glo. Tis figur'd in my tongue. 

Anne. I fear me, both are falſe. 

Glo. Then never man was true, 

Anne, Well, well, put up your ſword, 

Glo. Say then, my peace is made. 

Anne. That ſhall you know hereafter. 

Glo. But ſhall 1 live in hope? 

Arne. All men, I hope, live ſo. 

Glo. Vouchſafe to wear this ring. [She puts on the ring. 

Anne. To take is not to give. 

Glo. Look, how this ring encompaſſeth thy finger, 
Even ſo thy breaſt encloſeth my poor heart; - 
Wear both of them, ſor both of them are thine ; 

And if thy poor devoted ſervant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou doſt confirm his happineſs for ever. 

Anne. What is it? 

Glo. That it may pleaſe you leave theſe ſad deſigns 
To him that hath more cauſe to be a mourner, 

And preſently repair to Croſby-Place : | 
Where—after F have ſolemnly interr'd 

At Chertſey monaſt'ry this noble king, 

And wet his grave with my repentant tear 
will with all expedient duty ſee you: 

For divers unknown reaſons, I beſeech you, 
Grant me this boon. 


Arne, With all my heart; and much it joys me too, 
To 
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F | To ſee you are become ſo penitent ..m—_—_— 
Treſſel, and Berkley, go along with me, 
Glo. Bid me farewell. 
Anne. Tris more than you deſerve; 
Bat, ſince you teach me how to flatter you, 


Imagine TI have ſaid farewell already. 
[Exeunt two, with lady Axxr. 


Glo, Take up the corſe, firs. 
Sen. Towards Chertſey, noble lord ? 
Glo. No, to White-Fryars ; there attend my coming. 
[ Exeunt the reft, with the cose. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ? 
Was ever woman in this humour won? 
PII have her—but I will not keep her long. 
What! I, that kill'd her huſband, and his father, 
1 To take her in her heart's extremeſt hate ; 
| With curſes in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 8 
The bleeding witneſs of her hatred by; : 
| With God, her conſcience, and theſe bars againſt me, 
| And I no friends to back my ſuit withal, 
But the plain devil, and diſſembling looks, 
And yet to win her all the were to nothing! 
Ha! 
Hath ſhe forgot already that W prince, 
Edward, her lord, whom l, ſome three months ſince, 
Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewkſbury ? 
A ſweeter and a lovelier gentlema n 
Fram'd in the prodigality of nature, 
Voung, valiant, wiſe, and, no doubt, right royal | 
The ſpacious world cannot again afford : 
And will ſhe yet abaſe her eyes on me, 
That cropp'd the golden prime of+this ſweet prince, 
And made her widow:to a woful bed? | 
On me, whole all not equals Edward's moiety ? 
On me, that halt, and am miſ-ſhapen thus ? 
My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 
I do miſtake my perſcn all this while : | 8 
Upon my life, ſhe finds, although I cannot, 
Myſelf to be a marvellous proper man, 
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I'll be at charges for a looking-glaſs; 
And entertain a ſcore or two of tailors, 
To ſtudy faſhions to adorn my body: 
Since I am crept in favour with myſelf, 
I will maintain it with ſome little coſt. 
But, firſt, I'll turn yon fellow in his grave; 
And then return lamenting to my love. 
Shine out, fair ſun, till I have bought a glaſs, 
That I may ſee my ſhadow as I pals! [ Exit, 


— 
* 


SCENE LLL. 


The Palace, Enter the Queen, Lord Rivers, ber brotler, 
and Lord GRE, ber ſon. 


Riv. Have patience, madam ; there's no doubt, his 
majeſty . 
Will ſoon recover his accuſtom'd health. 
Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worſe : 
Therefore, for God's ſake, entertain good comfort, 
And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 
Dueen. If he were dead, what would betide of me? 
Grey. No other harm, but Joſs of ſuch a lord. 
Ducen. The loſs of ſuch a lord includes all harms. 
rey. The heavens have bleſs'd you with a gooly * 
To be your comforter, when he is gone. 
Queen. Ah, he is young : and his minority 
Is put into the truſt of Richard Gloſter, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
_ Riv. Is it concluded, that he ſhall be protector? 
Deen, It is determin'd, not concluded yet: 
Zut ſo it muſt be, if the king miſcarry. 


Enter BUCKINGHAM and STANLEY. 


Grey. Here come the lords of Buckingham and Stan- 
ley. | | 
Buck. Good time of day unto your royal grace! 


Stan. God make your majeſty joyful as you have been ! 
Ven. 
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Queen. The counteſs Richmond, good my lord of Stan- 
ley, 
To your good prayer will ſcarcely 1 
Vet, Stanly, notwithſtanding ſhe's your wife, 
And loves not me, be you, good lord, aſlur'd, 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 
Stan. 1 do beſeech you, either not believe 
The envious fſlanders of her falſe accuſers; 
Or, af ſhe be accus'd on true report, 
Bear with her weakneſs, which, I think, proceeds 
From wayward ſickneſs, and no grounded malice, 
Queen. Saw you the king to-day, my lord of Stanley? 
Stan. But now the duke of Buckingham, and I, 
Are come from viſiting his. majeſty. | 
Ducen, What likelihood of his amendment, lords? 
Buck. Madam, good hope; his grace ſpeaks cheerfully. 
Qucen. God grant him health! Did you confer witk 
bim? 
Buck. Ay, madam : he Jelires t to make atonement 
Between the duke of Gloſter and your brothers, 
And between: them and my lord chamberlain ; 
And ſent to warn them to his royal preſence. 
Queen. Would all were well !—But that will never 
be; 
I fear, our happineſs i is at the height, 
Enter GrosT ER, Has TIN GS, and DORSET. 
Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it ;—- 
Who are they, that complain unto the king, 
That I, forſooth, am ſtern, and love them not ? 
By holy Paul, they loye his grace but lightly, 
That fill his ears with ſuch diflentious eumours, 
Becauſe 1 cannot flatter, and ſpeak fair, 
Smile in men's faces, ſmooth, deceive, and cog, 
Duck with French nods and apiſh courteſy, 
I muſt be held a rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm, 
But thus his ſimple truth muſt be abus'd 
By ſilken, fly, inſinuating Jacks ? FE. | 
| Grey. To whom in all this preſence ſpeaks your grace ? 
1 Gle. 
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Glo. To thee, that haſt nor honeſtly, nor grace. 
When have I injur'd thee? when done thee wrong ?— 
Or thee ?—or thee ?—or any of your faction? 

A plague upon you all! His royal grace 
Whom God preſerve better than you would wiſh !— 
Cannot be quiet ſcarce a breathing while, 

But you muſt trouble him with lewd complaints, 

Queer. Brother of Gloſter you miſtake the matter; 

The ee his own royal diſpoſition, 

And not provok'd by any ſuitor elſe; 

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 

That in your out ward action ſhews itſelf, 
Againſt my children, brothers, and myſelf; 
Makes him to ſend: that thereby he may gather 

The ground of your ill-will, and ſo remove it. 

Glo. I cannot tell; The world is grown ſo bad, 

That wrens may prey where eagles dare not perch : : 
Since every Jack became a gentleman, | 
There's many a gentle perſon made a Jack. 

Deen. Come, come, we know your meaning, brother 

_ Gloſter; 

You envy my advancement, and my friends: : 

God grant, we never may have need of you! 

Glo. Meantime, God grants that we have geed of you 3 
Our brother is impriſon'd by your means, 

Myſelf diſgrac'd, and the nobility 
Held in contempt ; while great promotions 
Are daily given, ts ennoble thoſe 
That ſcarce, ſome two days ſince, were worth 4 noble. 

Queen. By him, that rais'd me to this careful height 
From that contended hap which I enjoy'd, 

I never did incenſe his majeſty 
Againſt the duke of Clarence, but have been 
An earneſt advecate to plead for him. 

My lord, you do me ſhameful injury, 

Falſely to draw me in theſe vile ſuſpects. 

Glo. You may deny that you were not the cauſe 

Of my lord Haſtings late impriſonment, 

Riv. She may, my lord; for- 

Vol. V. B b | Cn 
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Glo. She may, lord Rivers ?—why, who knows not ſo ? 
She may do more, Sir, than denying that: | 
She may help you to many fair preferments; 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, 
And lay thoſe honours on your high deſert. 
What may ihe not? She may—ay, marry, may ſhe 
Riv, What, marry, may ſhe ? 
Glo. What, marry, may ſhe? marry with a king, 
A bachelor, a handſome ſtripling too: 
I wiſh, your grandam had a worſer match, 
Queen. My lord of Gloſter, l have too long borne 
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter ſcolfs : 
By heaven, I will acquaint his majeſty, 
Of thoſe groſs taunts I often have endur'd. 
J had rather be a countty ſervant-maid, 
Than a great queen, with this condition 
To be ſo baited, ſcorn'd, and ſtormed at : 
Small joy have [ in being England's queen. 
Enter Queen MARGARET behind. | 
9. Mar. And lefſen'd be that ſmall, God, I ö 
i thee! 
Thy honour, ſtate, and ſeat, is due to me. 
Gio. What ! threat you me with telling of the king? 
Tell him, and ſpare not; look, what I have ſaid 
1 will avouch in preſence of the king: ; 
I dare adventure to be ſent to the Tower. 
Tis time to ſpeak, my pain are quite forgot. 
©. Mar. Out, devil! I remember them too well ; 
Thou kill'dſt my huſband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward, my poor ſon, at Tewkſbury. 
Glo. Ere you were queen, ay, or your huſband king, 
IT was a pack-horſe in his great affairs; 8 
A weeder out of his proud adverſaries, 
A liberal rewarder of his friends; 
To royalize his blood, I ſpilt mine own. 
©. Mar. Ay, and much better blood than bis, or thine, 
Glo. In all which time, you, and your huſband Grey, 
Were factious for the houſe of Lancaſter ;— 
And, Rivers, ſo were you ;— Was not your huſband 
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In Margaret's battle at Saint Alban's flain ? 

Let me put in your minds, if you forget, 

What you have been ere now, and what you are; 
Withal, what | have been, and what I am. 

O. Mar. A murd'rous villain, and ſo fill thou art. 

Gs. Poor Clarence did forſake his jather Warwick, 
Ay, and for ſwore himſelf— Which Jeſu om 

D. Mar. Which God revenge! 

Glo. To ſight on Edward's party, for the crown: 
And, for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up: 
would to God, my heart were flint, like Edward's, 3 
Or Edward's ſofb and pitiful, like mine; 
I am too childiſh foolith for this world. 

Mar. Hie thee to hell for ſhame, and kw this 
world; 

Thou cacodzmon ! there thy kingdom is. 

Riv. My lord of Gloſter, in thoſe buſy days, 
Which here you urge, to prove us enemies, 
We follow'd then our lord, our ſovereign king; 
So ſhould we you, if you ſhould be our king. 

Glo. If Il ſhould be? - had rather be a pedlar: 
Far be it from my heart the thought thereof! 
Been, As little joy, my lord, as you ſuppoſe 
Vou ſhould enjoy, were you this country's king 
As little joy you may ſuppoſe in me, 
That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

2. Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof. 
For l am ſhe, and altogether joy leis. 
can no longer hold me patient .— [ She advancess 
Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out 
In ſharing that which you have pilbd from me: 2 
Which of you trembles not, that looks on me? : 
If not, that, I being queen, you bow like ſubjects; 
Yet that, by you depos'd, you quake like rebels? 
Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away ! 

Glo, Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'ſt thou in my 

fight? bo. , 

©. Mar. But repetition a what thou haſt marr'd; 

That will I make, before | let thee go. 
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Glo, Wert thou not banifhed, on pain of death ! 
©. Mar. I was; but J do find more pain in banifh- 
ment, | 
Than death can yield me here by my abode. 
A huſband, and a ſon, thou ow'ſt to me 
And thou a kingdom ; ;—all of you allegiance : : 
This ſorrow that I have, by right is your's; 
And all the plcaſures you uſurp, are mine. 
Glo. The curſe my noble father laid on thee 
M hen thou didſt crown his waclike brows with paper, 
And with thy ſcorns drew'ſt rivers from his eyes; 
And then, to dry them, gav'ſt the duke a clout, 
Steep'd in thefaultleſs blood of pretty Rutland. 
His curſes, then from bitterneſs of ſoul | 
Denounc'd againſt thee, are all fallen upon thee ; 
And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 
Qucen. So juſt is God, to right the innocent. 
Haft. O, twas the fouleſt deed, to ſlay that babe, 
And the moſt mercileſs, that e'er was heard of. 
Ki. Tyrants themſelves wept when it was reported: 
D:r/. No mar but propheſy'd revenge for it. 
Buck. Northumberland, then preſent, wept to ſee it. 
©. Mar. What! were you ſnarling all, before I came, 
Ready ta catch each other by the throat, 


And turn you all your hatred now on me ? 


Did York's dread curſe prevail fo much with heaven 
That Henry's death, my lovely Edward's death, 

Their kingdom's loſs, my woful baniſhment, 

Could all but anſwer for that pee viſſi brat ? 

Can curſes pierce the clouds, and enter heaven ?— 

Why, then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick curſes! 
Though not by war, by ſurfeit die your king, 

As ours by murder, to make him a king ! 

Edward, thy fon, that now is prince of Wales, 


For Edward my ſon, that was prince of Wala, 


Die in his youth, by like untimely violence! 
Thyſelf a queen, for me that was a queen, 
Out- live thy glory, like my wretched ſclf ! 
Long may'ſt thou live, to wail thy children's loſs; 


— 
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And ſee another, as I ſee chez now, 
Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art ſtall'd in mine! 
Long die thy happy days before thy death; 
And, after many lengthen'd hours of grief, 
Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen 
Rivers—and Dorſet—you were ſtanders by 
And ſo waſt thou, lord Haſtings—when my ſon 
Was ſtabb'd with bloody daggers; God, I pray him, 
That none of you may live your natural age, 
But by ſome unlook'd accident cut off 
Gle. Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither'd hag; 


©. Mar. And leave out thee ? ſtay, dog, for thou ſhalt 


hear me, | 

| f heaven have any grievous ahh in ſtore, 
Exceeding thoſe that | can wiſh upon thee, 
O, let them keep it, 'till thy fins be ripe, . 
And then hurl down their indignation: 
On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace 
The worm of- conſcience ſtill be-gnaw thy ſoul! 
Thy friends ſuſpect for traitors-while thou liv'i, 
And take deep traitors for thy deareit friends! 
No ſleep cloſe up that deadly eye of thine, | 
Unleſs it be while ſome tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils! 
Thou elfiſh-mark'd abortive, rooting hog ! 
Thou that waſt ſeal'd in thy nativity 
The flave of nature, and the ſon of hell ! 
Thou ſlander of thy mother's heavy womb f? 
Thou loathed iſſue of thy father's loins ! 
Thou rag of honour ! thou: deteſted—— 

Glo. Margaret! 

©. Mar. Richard! 

Glo. Ha! 

D. Mar. I call thee not. 

Glo. 1 cry thee mercy then; for I did think, 
That thou had'ſt call'd me all theſe bitter names. 

2. Mar. Why, ſo I did; but look'd for no reply. 
O, let me make the period to my curſe. 

G. o. L. is done by me; and ends i in — Margaret. 


B bz | Queen. 
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Olen. pms have you _— your curſe againſt your- 
ſe 
S. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flouriſh of my for- 
tune ! 
Why ſtrew'ſt thou ſugar on that bottled ſpider, 
Whoſe deadly web enſnareth thee about? 
Fool, fool! thou whet'ſt a knife to kill thyſelf. 
The day will come, that thou ſhalt wiſh for me 
To belp thee curſe this pois nous bunch-back toad, 
HH. Falſe-boding woman, end thy frantic curſe; 
Leſt, to thy harm, thou move our patience. 
L. Mar. Foul ſhame upon you! you have all mov' , 
mine. 
Riv. Were you well ſerv'd, you Wonka be taught your 
duty. 
D. Mar. To ſerve me well, you all ſhould do me duty, 
Teach me to be your queen, and you my ſubjects: 
O, ſerve me well, and teach yourſclves that duty. 
Dor. Diſpute not with her, ſhe is lunatic. 
©. Mar. Peace, maſter marquis, you are malapert; 
Your fire-netw ſtamp of honour is ſcarce current : 
©, that your young nobility could judge, 
What *twere to loſe it, and be miſerable ! 
They that ftand high, have many blaſts to ſhake them; 
And, if they fall, they daſh themſelves to pieces. 
Glo. Good counſel, marry learn it, learn it, marquis 
Dor/. It touches you, my lord, as much as me. 
Glo. Ay, and much more: But I was born fo high, 
Our aiery buildeth in the cedar's top, 
And dallies with the wind, and ſcorns the ſun. 
Q. Mar. And turns the fun to ſhade — alas! alas 
Witneſs my ſun now in the ſhade of death; 
Whoſe bright out-ſhining beams thy cloudy wrath, 
Hath in eternal darkneſs folced up. | 
Jour aiery buildeth in our aicry's neft ;— 
© God, chat ſee'ſt it, do not ſuffer it; 
As it was wen with blood, loft be it fo! 
Buck Peace, peace, for ſhame, if not for charity. 


2 Mar. Urge neuer charity nor ſhame to me; 
Uncharitably 


Uncharitably with me have you dealt, | 
And ſhamefully by you my hopes ate butcher d. 
My charity i is outrage, life my ſhame— * 
And in my ſhame ſtill live my ſorrow's rage! 4 

Buck, Have done, have done. 

9. Mor. O princely Buckingham, I'll kiſs thy hand 
In ſign of league and amity with thce: 

Now fair befall thee, and thy noble houſe! 
Thy garments are not ſpotted with our blood, 
Nor thou within the compaſs of my curſe. 

Buck. Nor no one here; for curſes never pafs 
The lips of thoſe that breathe them in the air, 
Q. Mar. I'll not believe but they aſcend the ſky, 
And there awake God's gentle ſleeping peace. 

O Buckingham, beware of yonder dog ; 
Look, when he fawns, he bites; and, when he bites; 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death: 
Have not. to do with him, beware of him ; 
Sin, death, and hell, have ſet their marks upon him ;. 
And all their miniſters attend on him. 
Glo. What doth ſhe ſay, my lord of Buckingham ? 
Buck. Nothing that | reſpec, my gracious ord, | 


 &. Mar, What, doſt thou ſcorn me for wy gentle 


counſel? 

And ſooth the devil that I warn thee front! ? 

O, but remember this another day, | 

When he ſhall ſplit thy very heart with ſorrow ; 

And ſay poor Margaret was a propheteſs.— 

Live each of you the ſubjects to his hate, 

And he to your's, and all of you to God's! [ Exite 
Buck. My hair doth ſtand on end to hear her en 
Riv. And ſo doth mine; I wonder ſhe's at PENS 
Glo. T cannot blame her, by God's holy mother; 

She: hath had too much. wrong, and I repent | 

My part thereof, that I have done to her. 

Queen. | never did her any, to my knowledge. 
Glo. Vet you have all the vantage of her wrong. 
I was too hot to do ſome body a. 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 
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Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid” 
He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains ;— 
God parden them that are the cauſe thereof! 
Riv. A virtuous and a chriſtian-like concluſion, + 
To pray for them that have done ſcathe to us. 
 _ Che. So doll ever, being well advis'd; 
For had 1 curs'd now, I had curs'd myſelf, _ [Alide 
Enter CATESBY. 
Cates. Madam, his majeſty doth call for you 
And for your grace—and you, my noble lords. 
Queen. Cateſby, I come: — Lords, will you go with 
ef 
Riv. Madam, we will attend your grace. 
[ Exeunt all but GLosTER, 
Glo. 1 do the wrong, and firſt begin to brawl, 
The ſecret miſchiefs that I ſet abroach, 
J lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence=whom l, indeed, have laid in darkneſs— 
do beweep to many fimple gulls; 
Namely, to Stanley, Haſtings, Buckingham ; 
And tell them—'tis the queen and her allics, 
That ſtir the king againſt the duke my brother. 
Now they believe it; and withal whet me 
To be reveng'd on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : 
But then I figh, and, with a piece of ſcripture, 
Tell them—that God bids us do good for evil; 
And thus I clothe my naked villany 
With old odd ends, ſtol'n forth of holy writ; 
And ſeem a ſaint, when moſt I play the devil. 
Enter tꝛoo Murderers. 
| But ſoft, here come my executioners.— 
How now, my hardy, ſtout, reſolved mates? 
Are you now going to diſpateh this thing? 
I Murd. We are, my lord; and come to have the 
wWwarrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 
Glo. Well thought upon, l have it here about me: 
When you have done, repair to Croſby-Place. 
But, ſirs, be ſudden in the execution, 


Withall 
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Withall obdurate; do not hear him plead; 
For Clarence is well ſpoken, and, perhaps, 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 
1 Murd, Tut, tut, my lord, we will not ſtand to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers ; be aſſur'd, 
We go to uſe our hands, and not our tongues, 
Glo. Your eyes drop mill-ſtones, when fools! eyes drop 
| tears ; 


I like you, lads ;--about your buſineſs ſtraight ; 
Go, go, diſpatch. 


1 Murd, We will, my noble lord, = [ Exeurt, 


Y 8 _ 4 _———— 


— 


SCENE IV. 


An apartment in the Tower, Enter CLARENCE, ant 
BRAKENBURY. 


Brak, Why looks your grace ſo heavily to-day ? 
Clar. O, 1 have paſt a miſerable night, 
So full of fearful dreams, of ugly ſights, 
That as I ama Chriſtian faithfubman, 
I would not ſpend another ſuch a night, 
Though 'twere to bay a world of happy days; 
So full of diſma] terror was the time. 
Brah, What was your dream, my lord? I pray you; 
tell me. | 
Clar. Methought, that J had broken from the Tower, 
And was embutk'd to croſs to Burgundy; 
And, in my company, my brother Gloſter : 
Wii from my cabin tempted me to walk 
O pon the hatches ; thence we Jook'd towards England; 
And cited up a thouſand heavy times, 
During the wars of York and Lancaſter 
That had befall'n us. As we pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Methought, that Gloſter ſtumbled; and, in falling, 
Struck me, that thought to ſtay him, over-board, 
Into the tumbling, billows of the main. 
© Lord ! metbought, what Pain it was to drown ! 
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What dreadful noiſe of water in mine ears ; 
What fights of ugly death within mine eyes! 
Methought I ſaw a thouſand fearful wrecks ; 
A thouſahd men, that fiſhes gnaw'd upon; 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Ineſtimable ſtones, unvalued jewels, | 
All ſcatter'd in the bottom of the ſea, 


Some lay in dead men's ſculls; and, in thoſe holes, | 


Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 

(As 'twere in ſcorn of eyes,) reflecting gems, 

That woo'd the ſlimy botrom of the deep, 

Ard mock'd the dead bones that lay ſcatter'd by. 
Brat. Had you ſuch leizure in the time of death, 

To gaze upon theſe ſecrets of the deep ? 

Clar. Methought, I had; and often did I ſtrive 
To yield the ghoſt : but ſtill the envious flood 
Kept in my ſoul, and would not let it forth 
To ſeek the empty vaſt, and wand'ring air; 

But ſmother'd it within my panting bulk, 
Which almoſt burſt to belch it in the ſea. 
Brat. Awak'd you not of this fore agony ? 


Clar. O, no, my dream was lengthen'd after life; 


O, then began the tempeſt to my ſoul! 

I paſs'd, methought, the melancholy flood, 

With that grim ferryman which poets write of, 
Unto the kingdom o perpetuat night; 

The fit that there did greet my ſtranger ſoul, 
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick ; 
Who cry'd aloud bat ſcourge for perjury 

Can this dark monarchy afford falſe Clarence 

And ſo he vaniſh'd: Then came wand'ring by 
A ſhadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood; and he ſhriek'd out aloud— 
Clarence is come—falſe, ſtecting, perjur'd Clarence 
That flabb'd me in the field by Tewkſbury ; 

Seize on him. furies, take him to your torments / — 
With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends- 
Environ'd me, and howled in mine ears 


* 


44 V 


Such 


ART, | KING RICHADR 1H. 29% 


Such hideovs cries, that, with the very noiſe, 
I trembling wak'd, and, for a ſeaſon after, 
Could not believe but that I was in hell: 
Such terrible impreſſion made my dream. 
Brak. No marvel, lord, that it affrighted you; 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 
Clar. O Brakenbury, I have done theſe things 
That now give evidence againſt my ſoul 
For Edward's ſake; and, ſee, how he requites me! 
8 God ! if my deep prayers cannot appeaſe thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my miſdecds, 
Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : | 
O, ſpare my guiltleſs wife, and my poor children !— 
] pray thee, gentle keeper, ſtay by me; 
My ſoul is heavy, and i fain would fleep. 
Brab. I will, my lord; God give your grace good reſt ! 
[(or ſleeps. 
Sorrow breaks ſeaſons, and repoſing hours, 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. 
Princes have but their titles for their glories, 
And, outward honour for on inward toil; 
And, for unfelt imaginations, 
They often feel a world of reſtleſs cares: 
So that, between their titles, and low name, 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 
Enter the tzus Murderers. 
I Murd. Ho! who's here ? 
ZBrak. What would'ſt thou, fellow? and hw cam' R 
thou hither? 
2 Murd. | would ſpeak with Clarence, __ I came hi · 
ther on my legs. 
Brat. What, ſo brief? 
1 Murd. O, Sir, 'tis better to be brief than tedious ;— 
Shew him our commiſlion, talk no more. 
Brak. 1 am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands ;— 
J will not reaſon what is meant hereby, 
Becauſe I will be guiltleſs of the meaning. 
Here are the keys; there ſits the duke aſleep : 
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VII to hs king; and ſignify to him, | 
That thus I have reſign'd to you my charge. 

I Murd. You may, Sir; 'tis a point of wiſdom : Fare 
you well. (Exit BRAKENBURY, 

2 Murd. What, ſhall we ſtab him as he ſleeps! 

1 Murd. No! he'll ſay, twas done cowardly, when he 
wakes. 

2 Murd. When he wakes! BY, fool, he hall never 
wake until.the great judgment day. 

I Murd. Why then he'll ſay we ſtabb'd him ſleeping. 

2 Murd. The urging of that word, judgment, hath 
bred a kind of remorſe in me. 

1 Murd. What! art thou afraid? 

2 Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it; but 
to be damn'd for killing . from the which no war- 
rant can defend me. 

s Murd. I thought thou hadſt been ſite. 

2 Murd So J am to let him live. 

1 Murd. I'll back to the duke of Gloſter, and tell him 
ſo. 

2 Murd. Nay, I pray thee, ſtay a little : T hope this 
compaſſionate humour of mine will change ; it was wont 
to hold me but while one would tell twenty. 

1 Murd. How doſt thou feel thyſelf now ? 

2 Mrd. Faith, ſome certain dregs of conſcience are 
yet within me. 

1 Murd. Remember our reward, when the deed's 
done. | : 

2 Murd Come, he dies; I had forgot the reward. 

1 Murd. Where's thy conſcience now ? 

2 Murd. In the duke of Gloſter's purſe, 

1 Mrd. When he opens his purſe to give us our re 
ward, thy conſcience flies out. 

2 Murd. Tis no matter; let it go; there's few, or 
none, will entertain it. 

1 Murd. What, if it come to thee again? 

2 Murd. l'll not meddle with it, it is a dangerous 
"thing, it makes a man a coward; a man cannot ſteal 


but it accuſeth him ; a man cannot ſwear, but it checks 
L him; 
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him; a man cannot lie with his neighbour's wife, 
but it detects him: Tis a bluſhing ſhame-fac'd ſpirit, 
that mutinies in a man's boſom ; it fills. one full of ob- 
ſtacles: it made me once reſtore a purſe of gold, that by 
chance I found; it-beggars any man that keeps it: it is 
ruri'd out of all towns and cities for a dangerous thing; 
and every man that means ro live well, endeavours to 
truſt to himſelf, and live without it. 

T1 Murd. 'Zounds, it is even now at my elbow, per- 
ſuading.me not to kill the duke, 

2 Murd, Take the devil in thy mind, an d believe him 
not ; he would infinuate with thee, but to make thee 
ſigh. 

” Murd. Jam ſtrong fram'd, he cannot prevail with 
me. | 
2 Murd. Spoke like a tall fellow, that reſpects his re- 
putation. Come, ſhall. we fall to work? _ 

1 Mrd. Take him over the coſtard with the hilts of 
thy ſword, and then throw him into the e 
in the next room. 

2 Murd. O excellent device! and make a ſop of him. 

1 Murd. Soft! he wakes. | 

2 Murd. Strike. | 

T Murd. No, we'll W with him. 

Clar Where art thou, keeper? give m2 a cup of wine. 

1 Murd. You ſhall have wine enough, my lord, anon. 

Clar. In God's name, what art thou ? 

Murd. A man, as you are. 

Clar. But not, as I am, royal. 

1 Murd. Nor you as we are, loyal. 

Clar Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble. 

x Murd. My voice is now the king's, my looks mine 

own. | 

Clar. How darkly and how deadly doſt thou ſpeak! 
Your eyes do menace me: Why look you pale? 

Who ſent you hither ? Wherefore do you come: ? 

2 Murd. To, to, to 

Clar. To murder me? 

Both. Ay, * 
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Clar. You ſcarcely have the hearts to tell me ſo, 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to-do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have I offended you? 

1 Murd. Offended us, you have not, but the king. 

. Car. I ſhall be reconcil'd to him again. 

2 Murd. Never, my lord ; therefore prepare to die, 

Clar. Are you call'd forth from out of a world of men, 
To flay the innocent ? What is my offence ? | 

| Where is the evidence that doth_accuſe me? 
What lawful queſt have given their ver dict up 
Unto the frowning judge? or who pronounc'd - 
The bitter ſentence of poor Clarence? death? 
Before I be convict by courſe of law, 
To threaten me with death, is moſt unlawful, 
I charge you, as you hope to have redemption, 
That you depart, and lay no hands on me: 
The deed you undertake is damnable. 

I Murd. What we will do, we do upon command, 

2 Murd, And he that hath commanded, is our king, 

Clar. Erroneous vaſſal! the great King of kings 
Hath in the table of his law commanded, 

That thou ſhalt do no murder; Wilt thou then 
Spurn at his edit, and full a man's? 

Take heed : for he holds vengeance in his hand, 
To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 

2 Murd. And that fame vangearce doth he hurl on thee, 

For falſe ſorſwearing, and for murder too: 
Thou didſt receive the ſacrament, to fight 
In quarrel of the houſe of Lancaiter. 
FO i Murd. And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
| Didft break that vow; and, with thy treacherous blade, 
Unrip'dſt the bowels of thy ſovereign's ſun. 
2 Mud. Whom thou waſt fworn to > cheriſh and de- 
fend. | 
1 Murd. How canſt thou urge God's drendfal law to 
us, 
When thou haſt broke it in ſuch dire degree? 
Clar. Alas! for whoſe ſake did I that ill deed ? 
For Edward, for my brother, for his fake : | 


| 
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He ſends you not to murder me for this : 
For in that fin he is as deep as J. | 
If God will be avenged for the deed, 
O, know you yet, he doth it publickly; 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm; 
He needs no indirect nor lawleſs courſe, 
Jo cut off thoſe that have offended him. 
Murd. Who made thee then a bloody miniſter, 
When gallant-ſpringing, brave Plantagenet, 
That princely novice, was ſtruck dead by thee ? 
Clar. My brother's love, the devil, and my rage. 
1 Murd, Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy fault, 
Proveke us hither now to ſlaughter thee, 
Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me; 
Jam his brother, and 1 love him well, 
If you are hir'd for need, go back again, 
And I will ſend you to my brother Gloſter 
Who ſhall reward you hetter for my life, 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 


2 Murd. You are deceiv'd, your brother Gloſter hates 


vou. 
Clar. Oh no; he loves me, and he holds me dear: 
Go you to him from me. 
Herb. Ay, fo we will. 
Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father Vork 
Bleſs'd his three ſons with his victorious arm, 
And charg'd us from his foul to love each other, 
He little thought of this divided friendſhip; 
Bid Gloſter think on this, and he will weep. 
1 Maurd. Ay, mill-ſtones; as he leſſon'd us to weep, 
Clar. O, do not flander him, for he is kind. 


1 Murd. Right, as ſnow in harveſt —Come, you, de- 


ceive yourſelf: 
'Tis he that ſent us to deſtroy you here. 

Clar. It cannot be; for he bewept my fortune, 
And. hugg'd me in his arms, and ſwore, with ſobs, 
That he would labour my delivery. 

TY Murd. Why, ſo he doth, when he delivers you 
From this earth's thraldom to the j Joys of heaven, 
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2 Murd Make peace with God, for you muſt die, my 
lord. 
Clar. Haſt thou that holy feeling in thy ſoul, 
To counſel] me to make my peace with God, 
And art thon yet to thy own ſoul ſo blind, 
That thou wilt war with God by murdering me > 
O, ſirs, conſider, he that ſet you on 
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 
2 Murd. What ſhall we do? 
Clar, Relent, and ſave your ſouls, 
Which of you, if you were a prince's ſon, 
Being pent from liberty, as I am now— 
If two fuch murderers as yourſelves came to you 
Would not entreat for life? as you would beg, 
Were you in my diſtreſ 
x Murd. Relent ! *tis cowardly, and wait, 
Clar. Not to relent, is beaſtly, ſavage, deviliſh,= 
My friend, I ſpy ſome pity in thy looks ; 
O, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 
Come thou on my fide, and entreat for me: 
A begging prince what beggar pities not ? 
2 Murd. Look behind you, my lord. | 
I Murad. Take that, and that; if all this will not ſerve, 
* Bim. 
I'll drewn you in the malmſey- butt within. [ Exit. 
2 Murd. A bloody deed, and deſperately diſpatch'd ! 
How fain like Pilate, would I waſh my hands 
Of this moſt grievous guilty murder done! 
Re-enter firſl Murderer. 
1 Murd. How now? what mean'ſt thou, that thou 
help'ſt me not? 
By heaven, the duke ſhall know how flack you have been. 
2 Murd. I would he knew, that l had ſav'd his o- 
ther! 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I ſay ; 
For I repent me that the duke is ſlain. | 7 Exit. 
T Murd. So do not I; go. coward, as thou art.— 
Well, ll go hide the — in ſome hole, 
Till that the duke give order ſor his burial: 
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And when I have my meed, I will away : 2 


For this will out, and then I muſt not ſtay. 
| [Exit with the body. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


The Court. Enter King EDWARD ich, the Dueeng Do- 
SET, RIVERS, FLASTINGS, BUCKINGHAM, GREY, and 
others. 


4 Edward. 


W. v, ſo; - now have I done a good day's work; 
You peers, continue this united league: 
I every day expect an embaſſage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence; 
And now in peace my ſoul ſhall part to heaven; 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth, 
Rivers, and Haſtings, take cach other's hand; 
Diſſemble not your hatred, ſwear your love. 
Riv. By heaven, my ſoul is purg'd from grudging hate, 
And with my hand I ſeal my true heart's love. 
Haſt. So thrive I, as I truly ſwear the like! 
K. Edw. Take heed you dally not before your king; 
Leſt he, that is the ſupreme King of kings, 
Confound your hidden falſehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. | 
Haft. So proſper I, as I ſwear perfect love! 
Riv. And l, as I love Haſtings with my heart! 
K. Edw. Madam, yourſelf are not exempt in this 
Nor your ſon Dorſet—Buckingham, nor you; 
You have been factious one againſt the other. 
Wife, love lord Haſtings, let him kiſs your hand ; 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 
Queen. There, Haſtings ;—1 will never more remember 
Our former hatred, ſo thrive I, and mine! 


K. Eqw. Dorſet, embrace him ;—Haſtings, love lord 


marquis. 


8 Ce's | Dori. 
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Derſ. This interchange of love, I here proteſt, 
Upon my part, ſhall be inviolable. 

He. And ſo ſwear l. 

X. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, ſeal thou this 

league 
With chy embracements to my wie; s allies, 
And make me happy in your unity. 

Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your grace, but with all duteous love To the Dueen, 
Doth cheriſh you, and yours, God puniſh me 
With hate in thoſe where I expe& moſt love! 

When J have moſt need to employ a friend, 
And moſt aſſured that he is a friend, 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be he unto me! this do I beg of heaven, 
When I am cold in love to Hye; or yours. 
 . |[ Embracing RiveRs, &c. 
K. Edw. A pleafing . princely eee 
Is this thy vow unto my fickly heart. 
'There wanteth now our brother Gloſter here, 
To make the bleſſed period of this peace. 
| Buck, And in good time, here comes the nable duke. 
Enter GLOST«R. 

Glo. Good-morrow to my ſovereign, king, 1 queen; 
And, princely peers, a happy time of day! 

K. Edw. Happy, iudeed, as we have ſpent the day ;— 
Brother, we have done deeds of charity; 

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate, 
Between theſe fwelling wrong incenſed peers. 

Glo. A bleſſed labour, my moſt ſovereign — 

Among this princely heap, if any here, 

By falſe intelligence, or wrong ſurmiſe, 

Hold me a foe; if I unwittingly, or in my rage 
Have aught committed that is hardly dorne 

By any in this preſence, I deſire 

To reconcile me to his friendly peace: 

Tis death-to me, to be at enmity :; 
F hate it, and deſire all good men's love. 
Fir, madam, 1 entreat true peace of you, 


Which 
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Which I will purchaſe with my duteous ſervice j== 
Of you my noble couſin Buckingham, 
If ever any grudge were lody'd between us; 
Of you, lord Rivers—and, lord Grey, of you— 
That all without deſert have frown'd on me; 
Of you, lord Woodville—and, lord Scales, of you 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen ; indeed, of all. 
I do not know that Engliſhman alive, 
With whom my ſoul is any jot at odds, 
More than the infant chat is born to-night ; - 
I thank my God for my humility. 
Queen. A holy-day this ſhall be kept hereafter !— 
I would to God, all ſtrifes were well compounded.— 
My ſovereign lord, I'do beſeech your highneſs 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 
Glo. Why, madam, have I offer'd love for this, 
To be ſo flouted in this royal preſence ? 
Who knows not, that the gentle duke is dead ? 
OO Ln | [ They all W 
You do him injury, to ſcorn his corſe. 
K. Edw. Who knows not, he is dead! who knows, he 
1s? 
Queen. All- ſeeing 6 what a world is this! 
Buck. Look 1 ſo pale, lord Dorſet, as the reſt? 
Dorſ. Ay, my good lord; and no man in the 9 
But his red colour hath for ſook his cheeks. 
X. Edw. Is Clarence dead? the order was revers'd. 
Glo. But he, poor man, by your firſt order, died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear; 
Some tardy cripple bore the countermand, 
Ihat came too lag to ſee him buried; 
God grant that ſome, leſs noble, and leſs loyal, 
Nearer, in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, 
Deſerve not worſe than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go current from ſuſpicion ! 
| Enter Lord STANLEY. 
Stan. A boon, my ſovereign, for my ſervice done 
X. Edw. I pr'ythee, peace; my ſoul is full of ſorrow. 
Stan. J will not rife, unleſs your highneſs hear me. 
K. Edw. 
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X. Edv. Then ſay at once, what is it thou requeſt'ſt? 
Stan. The forſeit, ſovere pn, of my ſervant's life; 
Who flew to-day a riotous gentleman, | 
Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. 
K. Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my brother's death; 
And ſhall that tongue give pa: don to a ſlave? 
My brother kill'd no man, his fault was thought, 
And yet his puniſhment was bitter death. 
Who ſu'd to me for him? who, in my wrath, 
Kneel'd at my feet, and bid me be advis'd ? 
Who ſpoke of brotherhood ? who ſpoke of love? 
Who told me, how the poor ſoul did forſake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me? 
Who told me, in the field at Tewkſbury, 
When Oxford had me down, he reſcu'd me, 
And ſaid, Dear brother, live, and be a king ?. 
Who told me, when we both lay in the field, 
Frozen almoſt to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his garments; and did give himſelf, 
All thin and naked, to the numb-cold night? 
All this from my remembrance brutiſh wrath 
Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you 
Had ſo much grace to put it in my mind, 
But, when your carters, or your waiting vaſſals, 
Have done a drunken flaughter, and defac'd 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 
You ſtraight are on your knees for pardon, pardon ;- 
And J, unjuſtly too, muſt grant it you :— 
But for my brother, not a man would ſpeak 
Nor I (ungracious) ſpeak unto myſelf 
For him, poor ſoul.— The proudeſt of you all 
Have been beholden to him in his life; 
Yet none of you would once plead for his life. 
O God! I fear thy juſtice will take hold 
On me, and you, and mine, and your's, for this. 
Come, Haſtings, help me to my cloſet. Oh, 
Poor Clarence . | | | 
[Exennt King and Queen, Ha STINGS, Rivers, 
DoxkszerT, ard Grey, 


— 


Gio. 
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Glo. Theſe are the fruits of raſhneſs - Mark's you 
not, 
How that the guilty kindred of the queen i 
Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence' death? fl 
O! they did urge it ſtill unto the king : 
God will revenge it. Come, lords; will you go, 
To comfort Edward with our company? 
Buck, We wait upon your grace. [ Exeunt. 


——_—_— ww 


SCENE II. iN 


The fame. Enter the Dutcheſs of YoRK, with the two Chil- 
dren of CLARENCE. 


© Son, Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead? 

Dutch. No, boy. 

Daugh. Why do you weep fo oft ? and beat your breaſt? 
And cry— 0 Clarence, my unhappy ſon ? 

Son. Why do you look on us, and ſhake your head, 
And call us—orphans, wretches, caſt-aways, 

If that our noble father be alive ? : 

Dutch, My pretty couſins, you miſtake me both; 

I do lament the ſickneſs of the king, 
As loth to looſe him, not your father's death ; 
It were loſt ſorrow, to wail one that's loſt. 

Son, Then, grandam, you conclude that he is dead, 1 
The king my uncle is to blame for this: | iP 
God will revenge it; whom I will importune #3 
With earneſt prayers, all to that effect, 

Daugb. And ſo will I. 

Dutch, Peace, children, peace! the wh doth love you 

well : ; 
Incapable and ſhallow innocents, 
You cannot gueſs who caus'd your father's death. 

Son. Grandam, we can: for my good uncle Gloſter - 

Told me, the king, provok'd to't by the queen, 
Devis'd impeachments to impriſon him: 
And when my uncle told me fo, he wept, 
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And pitied me, and kindly kiſs'd my cheek ; 
Bade me rely on him, as on my father, 
And he would love me dearly as his child. 
Dutch. Ah, that deceit ſhould ſteal ogg gentle 8 
And with a virtuous vizor hide deep vice. 
He is my ſon, ay, and there in my ſhame, 
Vet from my dugs he drevy not this deceit. 
Son. Think you, my uncle did diſſemble, 8 ? 
Dutch. Ay, boy. 
Sos, I cannot think it. Hark! what noiſe is this? 


Eater the Der, diftrafiedly; Rivers, and Doxs ET after 


Ber. : * 


Queen. Ah! 120 ſhall hinder me to wail and weep? 
To chide my fortune and torment myſelf ? 
I'll join with black deſpair againſt my ſoul, 
And to myſelf become an enemy.— 
Dutch. What means this ſcene of rude impatience ? 
Queen To made an act of tragic violence :— 
Edward, my lord, thy ſon; our king, is dead : 
Why grow the branches, when the root is gone? 
Why wither not the leaves, that want their ſap:— 
If you will live, lament ; if die, be brief; | 
That our ſwift-winged ſouls may catch the king's ; 
Or, like obedient ſubjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual reſt. 
Dutch. Ah, ſo much intereſt have I in thy ſorrow, 
As I had title in thy noble huſband ! 
I have bewept a worthy huſband's death, 
And liv'd by looking on his images: 
But now, two mirrors of his princely ſemblance 
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death ; 
And I for comfort have but one falſe glaſs, 
That grieves me when I ſee my ſhame in him. 
Thou art a widow : yet thou art a mother. 
And haſt the comfort of thy children left thee ; 
But death hath ſnatch'd my huſband from mine arms, 
And pluck'd two crutches from my feeble hands, 


Clarence and Edward. O, what cauſe have I 
| (Thine 
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(Thine being but a mio of my grief,) 
To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries ? 
Son. Ah, aunt ! [To the Queen. ] you wept not for our 
father's death ; 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears? 
Daugh. Our fatherleſs diſtreſs was left unmoan'd, 
Your widow dolour likewiſe be unwept! 
Queen. Give me no help in lamentation, 
am not barren to bring forth laments : 
All ſprings reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That I, being govern'd by the watry moon, 
May fond forth plenteous tears to drown the world ! 
Ah for my huſband, for my dear lord Edward! 
. Chil. Ah, for our father, for our dear lord Clarence! 
Dutch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Cla- 
| rence |! 
Duecen, What ſtay had I, but Edward? and he's gone. 
Chil. What ſtay had we but Clarence? and he's gone. 


Dutch. What ſtays had I, but they? and they are gone, 


Queen. Was never widow, had ſo dear a loſs. 
Chil. Were never orphans, had ſo dear a loſs. 
Dutch. Was never mother, had ſo dear a loſs. 
Alas! I am the mother of theſe griefs: 
Their woes are parcell'd, mine are general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and ſo do I; 
I for a Clarence weep, ſo doth not ſhe: 
Theſe babes for Clarence weep, and ſo do I: 
I for an Edward weep, ſo do not they . 
Alas! you. three, on me, threefold diſtreſs'd, 
Pour all your tears; I am your forrow's nurſe, 
And I will pamper it with lamentations. 
Dorf. Comfort, dear mother; God is much . 
That you take with unthankfulneſs his doing: 
In common worldly things, tis call' d-ungrateful, 
With dull unwillingneſs to repay a debt, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent; 
Much more, to be thus oppoſite with heaven, 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 
Ke. v. Madam, bethiak you, like a careful mother, 
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Of the young prince your ſon ; ſend ſtraight for him, 
| Let him be crown'd; in him your comfort lives: 

Drown deſperate forrow m dead Edward's grave, 

And plant your joys in living Edward's throne. - 


Enter GLosTER, BUCKINGHAM, STANLEY, HasTINGs, 
and RATCLIFE, | | 


Glo. Siſter, have comfort: all of us have cauſe X 

To wail the dimming of our ſhining ſtar; 
But none can cure their harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy, 
I did not ſee your grace * on my knee 
5 I crave your bleſſing. 
| Duch. God bleſs thee z and put meckneſs i in thy breaſt, 
| Love, charity, obedience, and true duty! 

Glo. Amen; and make me die a good old man !— 
That is the butt- end of a mother's bleſſing; ; Alide · 
1 marvel that her grace did leave it out. | 

Buck. You cloudy-princes, and heart-ſorrowing peers, 
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan, 

Nowcheer each other in each other's love: 
Though we have ſpent our harveſt of this king, 
We are to rap the harveſt of his ſon. 
The broken rancour of your high-ſwoln hearts, 
But lately ſplinted, knit, and join'd together, 

Muſt gently be preſerv'd, cheriſh'd, and kept: 
Me ſeemeth good, that, with ſome little train, 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fetch'd 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our king. 

Riv. Why with ſome little train, my lord of Bucking- 

ham? 

Buck. Marry, my lord, leſt by a multitude, 

The now-heal'd wound of malice ſhould break out : 
Which would be fo much the more dangerous, 

By how much the eſtate is green, and yet ungovern'd ; 
Where every horſe bears his commanding rein, 

And may direct his courſe as pleaſe himſelf, 

As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 


In my opinion, ought to be prevented. | 
2 Glo. 
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Glo. F hope the king made peace with all of us; 
And the compad@ is firm, and true, in me. 

Riv. And ſo in me; and fo, I think, in all: 

Yet, ſince, it is but green, it ſhould be put 

To no apparent likelihood of breach, 

Which, haply, by much company might be urg'd : 
Therefore | ſay with noble Buckingham, 

That it is meet ſo few ſhould fetch the prince. 

Haſt. And ſo ſay l. 

Glo. Then be it ſo; and go we to determine 
Who they ſhall be that ſtraight ſhall poſt to Ludlow. 
Madam—and you my mother—will you go 
To give your cenſures in this weighty buſineſs ? 
| [ Exeunt Queen, Qc. 


Manent BUCKINGHAM and GLOSTER, 


| Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the prince, 
For God's ſake, let not us two ſtay at home: 
For, by the way, I'll ſort occaſion, 
As index to the ſtory we late talk'd of, 
To part the queen's proud kindred from the prince. 
Glo. My other ſelf, my counſel's conſiſtory, 
My oracle, my prophet !==My dear couſin, 
I, as a child, will go by thy direction. X 
Toward Ludlow then, for we'll not ſtay behind 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


A Street near the Court. Enter two Citizens, meeting. 


1 Cit. Good-morrow, neighbour : Whither away ſo 
faſt? 
2 Cit. I promiſe you, I hardly know * 
Hear you the news broad? 
1 Cit. Ves, that the king is dead, 
2 Cit. Ill news, by'r lady; ſeldom comes a better: 
I fear, I fear, twill prove a giddy world. | 
Vor. V. D d Er ter 
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Enter another Citizen. 
3 Cit. Neighbours, God ſpeed ! 
I Cit. Give you good-morrow, ſir. | 
3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good SS Edward's 
: death ! 
- 2 Cit.: Ay, fir, it is too true; God help, the white! 
3 Cit, Then, maſters, look to ſee a troublous world. 
1 Cit. No, no: by God's good grace, his fon ſhall reign, 
3 Cit. Woe to that land, that's govern'd by a child! 
2 Cit. In him there is a hope of government; 
That, in his nonage, council under him, 
And, in bis full and ripen'd years, himſelf, 
No doubt, ſhall then, and till then, govern well. 
x Cit. So ſtood the ſtate, when Henry the ſixth 
Was crown'd in Paris but at nine months old. 
3 Cit. Stood the ſtate ſo ? no, no, good ah, God 
wot: 
For then this land was famouſly enrich'd 
With politick grave counſel; then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 
1 Cit. Why, fo hath this, both * his father and mo- 
ther. 
3 Cit. Better it were, they all came by his father; 
Or, by his father, there were none at all: 
For emulation now, who ſhall be neareſt, 
Will touch us all too near if God prevent not. 
O, full of danger is the duke of Gloſter ; 
And the queen's ſons, and brothers, haught and proud: 
And were they to be rul'd and not to rule, 
This ſickly land might ſolace as before, | 
1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worſt : all will be well. 
3 Cit, When clouds are feen, wiſe men put on their 
cloaks ; 
When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand 5 
When the ſun ſets, who doth not look for night? 
Untimely ſtorms make men expect a dearth: 
All may be well; but, if God ſort it ſo, 
Tis more than we deſerve, or | expect. 
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2 Cit. Truly the hearts of men are full of fear: 
You cannot reaſon almoſt with a man 
That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 
3 Cit. Before the days of change, fill is it ſo: 
By a divine inſtin&, men's minds miſtruſt 
Enſuing danger: as, by proof, we ſee 
The water ſwell before a boiſt'rous ſtorm. 
But leave it all to God. Whither away? 
2 Git. Marry, we were ſent for to the juſtices, | 
3 Gis. And fo was I; PIl bear you company. [ Exeunt. 


3 n „ 


* * 


— 


SCENE IF. 


A Room in the Palace, Enter Archbiſhop of YoRx, the 
young Duke * YoRrk, the Queen, and the Duch!/e &f 
YORK, 


Arch. Laſt night, I heard, they lay at Northampton; 
At Stony Stratford they do reſt to-night ; 
To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 
Duch. I long with all my heart to ſee the prince; 
I hope, he is much grown ſince laſt I ſaw him. 
Queen. But I hear, no; they ſay my ſon of York 
Has almoſt overta'en him in his growth. 
York. Ay, mother, but I would not have it ſo. 
Duch. Why, my young couſin ? it is good to grow. 
York. Grandam, one night as we did ſit at 1 oe 
My uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 
More than my brother ; Ay, quoth my uncle Gloſter, 
Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace : 
And ſince, methinks, I would not grow ſo faſt, 
Becauſe ſweet flowers are flow, and weeds make haſte, 
Duck. Good faith, good faith, the ſaying did not hold. 
In him that did object the ſame to thee : 
He was the wretched'ſt thing, when he was young, 
So long a growing, and fo leifurety, 
That, if his rule were true, he ſhould be gracious, | 
Arch, — ſo, no do doubt, he is, my gracious madam. 
2 d 5 Dutch: 
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Duch. J hope, he is; but yet let mothers doubt. 

York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remember'd, 

I could have given my uncle's grace a flout, 
To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine, 

Duh. How, my young York ? I pry'thee, let me hear 

it. 

York. Marry, they ſay, my uncle grew ſo ſaſt, 

That he could gnaw a cruſt at two hours old; 
"Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting jeſt. 
Duh. I pry'thee, pretty York, who told thee this? 
. York. Grandam, his nurſe. 
Duch. His nurſe! why, ſhe was dead ere thou waſt 
born. i 

York. If 'twere not ſhe, I cannot tell who told me. 

Queen. A parlous boy ;—Go to, you are too ſhrewd, 

Duch. Good madam, be not angry with the child. 

Quecn. Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Arch. Here comes a meſſen ger : What news? 

Ae. Such news, my lord, as grieves me to unfold. 

Queen. How doth the prince, 

Me. Well, madam, and in health, 

Dutch. What 18 thy news ? 

Meſ. Lord Rivers, and lord Grey, 

Are ſent to Pomfret, priſoners; and, with them, 
Sir Thomas Vaughan. : 

Duch. Who hath committed them ? | 

Meſ. The mighty dukes, Gloſter 25 Buckingham. 

Ducee. For what offence ? 

Me. The ſum of all 1 can, I have diſclos'd; 
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed, 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 
 Oveen. Ah me, | fee the ruin of my houſe! 
The tyger now hath ſeiz'd the gentle hind ; 
Inſulting tyranny begins to jut ; 

Upon the innocent and awleſs throne ;— 
Welcome deſtruction, blood and maſſacre ! 
1 ſee, as in a map, the end of all. 

| x Duck. 
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Duch.. Accurſed and unquict wrangling days! 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld ? 
My huſband loſt. his life to get the crown 
And often up and down my ſons were toll, 
For me to joy, and weep, their gain and loſs : 
And being ſeated, and domeſtic broils 
Clean over-blown, themſelves, the conquerors, 
Make war upon themſelves; brother to brother, 
Blood to blood, ſelf againſt ſelf ;—O, prepoſterous 
And frantic outrage, end thy damned ſpleen ; 
Or let me die, to look on death po more! . 
Queen. Come, come, my boy, we will to ſanctuary. — 
Madam, farewell. 
Duch. Stay, I will go with you. 
Queen. Vou have no cauſe. 
Areb. My gracious lady, go, 
And thither bear your treaſure and your goods. 
For my part, I'll reſign unto your grace 
The ſeal I keep; And ſo betide to me, 
As well I tender you, and all of yours! 
Come, Pl] conduct you to the fanQuary.  F Exeunt, 


o 


ACT L SCENE 7. 


tn London. The Trumpets found, Enter the Prince. 
WALES, the Dukes of GLOSTER and BUCKINGHAM, 


Cardinal BoucaitR, and others, 
| Buckingham. 
W. Leon E, ſweet prince, to London, to your chamber. 
Glo. Welcome, dear couſin, my thoughts ſovereign: 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. _ 
Prince. No, uncle ; but our crofles on the way 
Have made it tedious, weariſome, and heavy : 


I want more uncles here to welcome me 
Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your years 


Dds | Hatk 
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Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit : 
No more can you diſtinguiſh of a man, 
Than of his outward ſhow ; which, God he knows, 
Seldom, or never, „ with the heart. 
'Thote uncles, which you want, were dangerous; 
Your grace attended to their ſugar'd words, 
But look'd not on the poiſon of their hearts: 
God keep you from them, and from ſuch falle friends! 
£rince, God keep me ſrom falſe friends! but * were 
none. 
Glo. My lord, the mayor of en comes to greet 
you. 
Enter tbe Lord Mayor, end Bir Train; 
Maher. God bleſs your grace with health and happy 
days! 
Prince I thank you, good my, lord ;—and thank You 
I thought my mother, and my brother York, 
Would Jong erc this have met us on the way: 
Me, what a ſlug is Haſtings ! that he comes not 
To tell us, whether they will come, or no. 
Enter HASTINDS. 
Puck And, in good time, here comes the ſweating Jord. 
Frince. Welcome, my lord: What, will our mother 
come? 
Haft. On what ths God he knows, not J, 
The queen your mother, and your brother York, 
Have taken ſanctuary: The tender prince, 
Would fain have come with nre to meet your grace, 
But by his mother was perforce withheld. 
Buck. Fie! What an indirect and peeviſh courſe 
Is this of her's ?—Lord cardinal, will your grace. 
- Perſuade the queen to ſend the duke of York - 
Unto his princely brother preſently ? 
If ſhe deny—lord Haſtings, you go with him, 
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 
Card My lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratory 
Can from his mother win the duke of York, 
Anon expect him here: But if ſhe be obdurate 
4 ; To 
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To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 
We ſhould infringe the holy privilege 
Of bleſſed ſanctuary! not for all this land, 
Would I be guilty of ſo deep a fin. 
Buck. You are too ſenſeleſs-obſtinate, my lord, 
Too ceremonious, and traditional : 
Weigh it but with the groſſneſs of this age, 
You break not ſanctuary in ſeizing him. 
The benefit thereof is always granted 
To thoſe whoſe dealings bave deſery'd the place, 
And thoſe who have the wit to claim the place: 
This prince hath neither claim'd it, nor deſerv'd it; 
Therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it: 
Then, taking him from thence, that is not there, 
You break no privilege nor charter there. 
Oft have I heard of ſanctuary men; 
But ſanQuary children, ne'er till now. 
Card. My lord, you ſhall o'er-rule my mind for c once. 
Come on, lord Haſtings, will you go with me? 
Haft. I go, my lord. 
Prince. Good dords, make all the ſpeedy haſte you mays 
[Excunt Cardinal and Has IN GS. 
on. a Gloſter, if our brother come, 
Where ihall we ſojourn till our coronation ? 
Glo. Where it ſeems beft unto your royal ſelf. 
If I may counſel you, ſome day, or two, 
Your highneſs ſhall repoſe you at the Tower : 
Then where you pleaſe, and ſhall be thought moſt fit 
For your beſt health and recreation, 
Prince. 1 do not like the Tower, of any place := = 
Did Julius Cæſar build that place, my lord? 
Gio. He did, my gracious lord, begin that place; 
Which, ſince, ſucceeding ages have re-edify'd, 
Prince. Is it upon record; or elſe reported 
Succeſſively from age to age, he built i 1 
Buck. Upon record, my gracious lord. 
Prince. But ſay, my lord, it were not regiſter'd ; 
Methinks, the truth ſhould live from age to age, 
As Twers retail Le to all poſterity, | 
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Even to the general all- ending day. | 
Glo. So wiſe, ſo young, they ſay, do ne er live long. 


[4/ de. 
Prince. What fog you, uncle! HAT 
Glo. 1 ſay, without characters, fame Kok long. 
Thus, like the formal vice, Iniquity, 7 4 
F moralize—two meanings d. : * 
gs in one wor 
Prince. That Julius Cæſar was a famous man; 
With what his valour did enrich his wit, 
His wit ſet down to make his valour live: 
Death makes no conqueſt of this conqueror ; 
For now he lives in fame, though not in life, 
III tell you what, my couſin Buckingham 
Buck. What, my gracious lord? 
Prince. An if I live until I be a man, 
Tl win our ancient right in France again, 
or die a ſoldier, as I liv'd a king. 8 
Glo. Short ſummers lightly have a forward ſpring. | 
_—__ 75 
Enter Yorx, HASTINGS, and the Cardinal. 
Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the duke of York. 
Prince. Richard of York ! how fares our loving brother ? 
York, Well, my dread lord; fo mnſt I call you now. 
Prince. Ay, brother; to our grief, as it is your's: 
Too late he died, that might have kept that title, 
Which by his death hath loſt much majeſty. 
Glo How fares our couſin, noble lord of Vork? 
York. 1 thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord, 
You ſaid, that idle weeds are faſt in growth : 
The prince, my brother, hath outgrown me far.. 
Glo. He hath, my lord. 
York, And therefore is he idle, 
Glo. O, my fair coufin, I muſt not ſay ſo. 
York. Then is he more beholden to you, than I. 
Glo. He may command me, as my ſovereign ; 
But you have power in me, as in a kinſman. 
Yors. I pray you, uncle, give me this dagger. 
Glo. A dagger, little couſin ? with all my heart. 


Prince, A beggar, brother ? + 
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York. Of my kind uncle, that I know will give; 
And, being but a toy, which is no gift to give. 
Glo. A greater gift than that I'll give my couſin, 
York. A greater gift! O, that's the ſword to it? 
Glo. Ay, gentle couſin, were it light enough. 
York. O then, I ſee, you'll part but with light gifts; 
In weightier things you'll ſay a beggar, nay. 
Glo. It is too weighty for your grace to wear. 
York, J weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 
Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little lord ? 
York. I would, that 1 mg thank you as you call me, 
Glo. How ? 
York, Little. 
Prince. My lord of York will ſtill be croſs in talk; 
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him. 
York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear with me ;— 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me ; 
| Becauſe that I am little like an ape, 
He thinks that you ſhould bear me on your ſhoulders. 
Buck. With what a ſharp-provided wit he reaſons! 
To mitigate the ſcorn he gives his uncle, 
He prettily and aptly taunts himſelf : 
So cunning, and ſo young, is wonderful. 
Glo. My lord, will't pleaſe you paſs along? 
Myſelf, and my good couſin Buckingham, 
Will to your mother; to entreat of her, 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 
York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord ? 
Prince. My lord protector needs will have it ſo ? 
York. | ſhall not fleep in quiet at the Tower. 
Glo. Why, what ſhould you fear ? 
York. Marry, my uncle Clarence' angry ghoſt: : 
My grandam told me he was murder'd there. 
Prince, | fear no uncles dead. 
Glo. Nor none that live, I hope. 
Priuce. An if they live, I hope, I need not fear, 
But come, my lord, and, with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, gol unto the Tower. 
[ Exeunt Prince, Lokk, HASTINGS, Cardinal, and 
Attendants. 


Bucks 
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Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Was not incenſed by his ſubtle mother, 
To taunt and ſcorn you thus opprobriouſly ? 
Glo. No doubt, no doubt: O, tis a parlous boy: 
Beld, quick, ingenious, forward, capable; 
He's all the mother's, from the top to toe. 
Buck. Well, let them reſt. Come hither, Cateſby ; 
5 thou art ſworn 
As deeply to effect what we intend, 
As cloſely to conceal what we impart : 
Thou know'ſt our reaſon's urg d upon the way ; _— 
What think'ſt thou? is it not an eaſy matter 
To make William lord Haſtings of our mind, 
For the inſtalment of this noble duke 
In the ſeat royal of this famous iſle ? 
Cate. He for his father's ſake ſo loves the prince, 
That he will not be won to aught againſt him. 
Buck. What think'ſt thou then of Stanley? will not he? 
| Catef. He will do all in all as Haſting doth. | 
Burk. Well then, no more but this; Go, gentle Cateſby, 
And, as it were far off, found thou lord Haſtings, 
How he doth ſtand affected to our purpoſe ; 
And ſummon him to-morrow to the Tower, 
To fit about the coronation. 
If thou doſt find him traQable to us, 
Encourage him, and tell him all our reaſons : 
If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 
Be thou ſo too: and fo break off the talk, 
And give us notice of his inclination :; 
For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 
Wherein thyſelf ſhalt highly be employ'd. 
Glo. Commend me to lord William: tell him Seng, 
His ancient knot of dangerous adverſaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret- eaſtle; 
And bid my friend, for joy of this good news, 
Give miſtreſs Shore one gentle kiſs the more. 
Back. Good Cateſby, go, effe& this buſineſs ſoundly. 
Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed J can, 
: | FOR ” Glo. 
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Glo. Shall we hear from you Cateſby, ere we deep! ? 
Cateſ. You ſnall, my lord. 
Glo. At ce there you ſhall find us both. 
[Exit Carxszr. 
Buck, Now, my lord, what er we do, if we per- 
ceive | 
Lord Haſtings will-not vic" to our ol ? 


Glo. Chop off his head, man ;—fomewhat we will do:: 


And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereferd, and all the moveables 
Whereof the king my brother was poſſeſs d. 

Buck. I'll claim that promiſe at your grace's hand. 

Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindneſs. 
Come, let us ſup betimes; that afterwards 
We may digeſt our complots in ſome form. [Exeuzt. 


a —_ * 5 * 


* * — 


SCENE IE. 


Before Lord HasTING's . Eu, a aries 


.. My lord, my lord 

Haft. ¶ Within.) Who knocks ? 

Meſ One from lord Stanley, 

Haſt. What is't o'clock ? 

Me Upon the ſtroke of four. 

Enter Has Trix. 

Haſt. Cannot thy maſter ſleep theſe tedious e ? 

Mef So it ſhould ſeem by that I have to ſay. 
Firſt, he commends him to your noble lordſhip. 

Haft. And then 

ef. Then certifies your lordſhip, that this night 
He dreamt, the boar had raſed off his helm: 
Beſides, he ſays, there are two councils held; 
And that may be determin'd at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at the bes 
Therefore he ſends to know your lordſhips pleaſure 
if prolentiy. you will take horſe with him, 
And 
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And with all ſpeed poſt with him towards the north, 
To ſhun the danger that his ſoul divines. | 
Haft. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord; 
Bid him not fear the ſeparated councils : 
His honour and myſelf, are at the one; 
And at the other, is my good friend Cateſby; 
Where nothing can proceed, that toucheth us, 
Whereof | ſhall not have intelligence. 
Tell him, his fears are ſhallow, wanting inſtance * 
And for his dreams—1T wonder, he's ſo fond 
To truſt the mockery of unquiet flumbers : 
To fly the boar before the boar purſues, 
Were to incenſe the boar, to follow us, | 
And make purſuit, where he did mean no chaſe, 
Go, bid thy maſter riſe and come to me: 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where, he ſhall ſee, the boar will uſe us kindly. 
Ms oy I'll go, my lord, and tell him what you fay. 
[Extt. 
Enter CaTusBy. 
Cateſ. Many good-inorrovs to my noble lord! 
Haſt Good-morrow, Careſby ; ; you are early ſtirring ; 
What news, what news, in this our tottering ſtate ? 
Cateſ It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord: 
And, 1 believe, will never ſtand upright, 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 
Haff. How ! wear the garland ! doſt thou mean the 
crown ? 
Cateſ. Ay, my good lord. 
Haft. Ill have this crown of mine cut from my 
ſhoulders, | 
Before VII ſee the crown ſo foul miſplae' 
But canſt thou gueſs that he doth aim at it? 
Cateſ. Ay, on my life; and hopes to find you forward 
Upon his party, for the gain thereof: l 
And, thereupon, he ſends you this good news 
That, this ſame very day, your enemies, 5 
The kindred of the queen, muſt die at Pomfret. 


Haft. indeed, I am no mourner for that news, | 
| 2 | Becauſe 
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Becauſe they have been iillmy adverſaries: 
But that I'll give my voice on Richard's fide, 
To bar my maſter's heirs in true deſcent, 

God knows, I will not do it, to the death; 


Catcf, God keep your Lordſhip i in that gracious mind! 


Haft. But I thall laugh at this a twelve month hence—- 
That they, who brought me in my maſter” hate, 
I live to look upon their tragedy. 
Well, Cateſby, ere a fortnight-make me older, 
Pl ſend ſome packing, that yet think not on't. 
Catef. Tis a vile thing to die, my-gracious lord, 
When men are unprepar'd and look not for it, 
Haft. O monſtrous, monſtrous ! and ſo falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: and ſo 'twill do 
With ſome men elſe, who think themſelves as ſafe 
As thou, and I; who, as thou know'ſt, are dear 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. | 
Cateſ. The princes both make high account of you 
For they account his head upon the bridge, [ Aide. 
Haft. I know they do; and I have well deſerv'd it, 
| Enter STANLEY. | 
Come on, come on, where is your boar-ſpear, man ? 
Fear you the boar, and go ſo unprovided ? 
Stan. My lord, good morrow;—and good morrow 
Cateſby == 
You may jeſt on, but by the holy rood, 
1 do not like theſe ſeveral councils, | 5 
Haft. My lord, | 
J hold my life as dear as you do your's ; 
And never, in my days, I do proteſt, 
Was it more precious to me than tis now: 
Think you but that I know our ſtate ſecure, 
I would be ſo triumphant as I am ? | 
Stan. The lords at n when they rode from Lon- 
| don, 
Were jocund, and ſuppos'd their Races were ſure, 
And they indeed, had no cauſe to miſtruſt ; 
But, yet, you ſee, how ſoon the day o'er-caft, 
This ſudden ſtab of rancour I miſdoubt: 
Vol. V. Ee | Pray 
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Pray God, I ſay, I prove a needleſs coward ! 
What, ſhall we toward the tower ? the day is ſpent. 
Haft. Come. come, have with you. —— Wot you what, 
my lord? 
To day the lords you talk of are beheaded. 
Stan. They, for their truth, might better wear their 


heads, ä 
Than ſome that have accus'd them wear their hats. 


But come, my lord, let's away. 
Enter a Purſuivant. 
Haft. Go on before, I'll talk with this good fellow. 
[ Pxeunt Lord STANLEY. and CArEsET. 
Sirrah, how now, how goes the world with thee ? 
Purſ. The better, that your lordſhip pleaſe to aſk, 
Haft. 1 tell thee, man, tis better with me now, 
Than when thou met'ſt me laſt where now we meet: 
Then I was going priſoner to the Tower, 
By the ſuggeſtion of the queen's allies; 
But now, 1 tell thee (keep it to thyſelf), - 
This day thoſe enemies are put to death, 
and i in better ſtate than ere I was. | 
Purſ. God hold it, to your hohour's good content ! 
Haft. Gramercy, fellow. There, drink that for me. 
[ Throws him his purſe. 
Purſe 1 thank your honour. [Exit Purſuivant. 
Enter a Prieſt. | 
Prieſt. Well met, my lord; I am glad to ſee your ho- 
nour. 
Ha aft. I thank thee, good Sir John, with all my r heart, 
Lam in your debt for your laſt exerciſe; 
Come the next ſabbath, and 1 will content you. 
Enter BUCKINGHAM., 
Buck. What, talking with a prieſt, lord chamberlaia ? ? 
Pour friends at Pomfret, they do need the prieſt; 
Your honour hath no ſhriving work in hand. 
Hoſt. Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 
The men you talk of came into my mind. 
What, go you toward the Tower ? 


, Buck, I do my lord ; but long I ſhall not ſtay there; 
| I ſhall 
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I ſhall return before your lordſhip thence, 


Haft. Nay, like enough, for I ſtay dinner there. 
Back. And ſupper too, although thou know'lt it not. 


| | Aide. 
Come, will you go? 4 
Haft. I'll wait upon your lordſhip. _ [Exeunt. 


7 i 


SCENE III. 


Before Pomfret-Caftle. Enter Sir RicyarD RATCLIFE, 


conducting Lord RivERs, Lord RicCHakD GREY, ard 
Sir ThoMAs VAUGHAN, to execution. 


Rat. Come, bring forth the priſoners. 
Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this— 
To-day ſhalt thou behold a ſubject die, 
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 


Grey. God keep the prince from all the pack of you! 


A knot you are of damned blood-ſuckers. 
Vaugb. You live, that ſhall cry woe ſor this hereafter. 
' Rat. Diſpatch : the limit of your lives is out. 
Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody priſon, 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers! 
Within the guilty cloſure of thy walls, 
Richard the ſecond here was hack'd to death ; 
And, for more ſlander to thy diſmal ſeat, 
We give thee up our guiltleſs blood to drink. 
_ Grey. Now Margaret's curſe is fallen upon our heads, 
When ſhe exclaim'd on Haſtings, you, and I, 
For ſtanding by when Richard ſtabb'd her ſon, 
Riv. Then curs'd ſhe Haſtings, curs'd ſhe Buckingham 
Then curs'd ſhe Richard: —O, remember, God, 
To hear her prayer for them, as now for us! 
As for my ſiſter, and her princely ſons 
Be ſatizfied, dear God, with our true bloods, 
Which, as thou know'ſt, unjuſtly muſt be ſpilt! 
Kat. Make haſte, the hour of death is now expir'd. 
1 | | | Rio, 
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Riv. Da en n us here em- 
brace: 8 
aremell, until we meet again in heaven. [ Exeunt, 


* 


SCENE i. 


The Tower, BUCKINGHAM, STANLEY, HasTiNGs, 
Biſbop of ELY, CATESBY, Lover, with n at a Se 


Haff. Now, noble peers, the cauſe why we are met 
Is to determine of the coronation : | 
In God's name, ſpeak, when is the royal day. Cy 
Buck. Are all things ready for that royal time ? 
Stan, They are, and wants but nomination. 
Ely. To-morrow then I judge a happy day, 
Buck. Who knows the lord protector's mind herein? 
Who is moſt inward with the noble duke? 
Ely, Your grace, we thipk, ſhould ſooneſt know his 
mind. 
Buck. We know each other s faces: for our hearts 
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours; 
Nor I of his, my lord, than you of mine 
Lord Haſtings, you and he are near in love, 
Haft. | thank his grace, I know he loves me well: 
But, for his purpoſe in the coronation, 
1 have not ſounded him, nor he deliver d 
His gracious pleaſure any way therein: 
But you, my noble lord, may name the time; 
And in the duke's behalf ll give my voice, 
Which, I preſume, he'Il take in gentle 4 
Enter GLOSTER. 0 


Ely. In happy time, here comes the duke himſelf. 
Glo. My noble lords and couſins, all good morrow, 
J have been long a ſleeper; but, | truſt, 
My abſence doth negl-& no great deſign, 
Which by my preſence might have been concluded. 


Bucl. Had you not come upon your cue, my lord, 
| William 


AZ III. | KING RICHARD 111. 329 


William lord Haſtings had pronounc'd your part— 
I mean, your voice for crowning of the king. 
Glo. Than my lord Haſtings, no man might be bolder; 
His lordſhip knows me well, and loves me well.— 
My lord of Ely, when I was laſt in Holborn, 
] ſaw good ſtrawberries in your garden there: 
I do beſeech you, ſend for ſome of them. 
Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart. 
[Exit Exr. 
Glo. Couſin of kn a word with you. 
Cateſby hath ſounded Haſtings in our buſineſs; 
And finds the the teſty gentleman ſo hot, 
That he will loſe his head, ere give conſent 
His mafter's child, as worſhipfully he terms it, 
Shall loſe the royalty of England's throne. 
Buck, Withdraw yourſelf awhile, I'l] go with you. 
[ Exeunt GLOSTER, and BUCKINGRHAM, 
Stan. We have not yet ſet down this day of triumph. 
To- morrow, in my judgment, is too ſudden; 
For i myſelf am not ſo well provided, 
As elſe 1 would be, were the day prolong'd. 
Re-enter Biſbop of ELA. 
Ely. Where is my lord protector? | have ſent 
For theſe ſtrawberries. 
Haſt. His grace looks REI and ſmooth this morn- 
ing ; 
There's ſome conceit or other likes him well, 
When he Goth bid good-morrow with fuch ſpirit, 
I think, there's ne'er a man in Chriſtendom, 
Can leſſer hide his love, or hate, than he; 
For by his face ſtraight ſhall you know his hearr. 
Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his face, 
By any likelihood he ſhew'd to-day ? 
Haft. Marry, that with no man here he is offended; 
For, were he, he had ſhewn it in his looks. 


. 
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Re-enter GLOSTER, and BUCKINGHAM., 


4 
Glo. I pray you all, tell me what they deſerve, 2 | 
That do conſpire my death with develiſh plots W. 
E C3 OF 
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Of damned witcheraft; and that have pre vail'd 
Upon my body with their helliſh charms? 
Haß. The tender love I bear your grace, my lord, 
Makes me moſt forward in this noble preſence 
To doom the oſſenders: Whoſoe'er they be, 
I fay, my lord, they have deſerved death. 
Glo. Then be your eyes the witneſs of their evil, 
Look how Jam bewitch'd ; behold, mine arm 
Is, like a blaſted ſapling, wither'd up: 
And this is Edward's wife, that monſtrous witch, 
Conſorted with: that harlot, ſtrumpet Shore, 
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 
Haji. If they have done this deed, my noble lord 
Gio. If! thou protector of this damned ſtrumpet, 
Talk'ſt thou to me of ifs Thou art a traitor . 
Off with his head !—now, by faint Paul I ſwear 
J will net dine until I ſee the ſame. 
Lovel, and Cateſby, look that it be done; 
The reſt, that love me, riſe, and follow me. 
[ Exit Council, with R1icHARD and BuckinGaax, 
Hoſt. Woe, woe, for England! not a whit for me; 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this: 
Stanley did dream, the boar did raſe his helm; 
But | diſdain'd it, and did ſcorn to fly. 
Three times to-day my foot-cloth horſe did tumble, 
And ſtarted, when he look'd upon the Tower, 
As loth to bear me to the ſlaughter - houſe. 
O, now I need the prieſt that ſpake to me: 
1 now repent | told the purſuivant, 
As too triumphing, how mine enemies 
'Fo-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd, 
And I myſelf tecure in grace and favour, 
O, Margaret, Margaret! now thy heavy curſe 
is lighted on poor Haſtings' wretched head. 
Cate/. Diſpatch, my lord, the duke would be at din- 
ner; 
| Make a ſhort fhrift, he longs to fee your head. 
Haft. O momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God! 


Who 


I 
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Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks, 
Lives like a drunken ſailor on a malt ; 
Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. | 
Lov. Come, come, diſpatch ; tis bootleſs to a 
Aal. Oh, bloody Richard l—miſerable England 
I propheſy the fearful'ſt time to thee, 
That ever wretched age hath look'd UPON, 
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head; 
They ſmile at me, who Gy ſhall be dead. [ Exennt. 


BY 2” _ 


— — 


* ** 


SCENE V. 


The Tower-walls. Enter GLOSTER and BUCKINGHan, 
in rufly armour, marvellous a favour'd. 


Glo. Come, couſin, canſt thou quake, and change thy 
colour ? 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word— 
And then again begin, and ſtop again, 
As if thou were diſtraught, and mad with terror! 
Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every ſide, 
Tremble and ſtart at wagging of a ſtraw, 
Intending deep ſuſpicion : ghaſtly looks 
Are at my ſervice, like enforced ſmiles; 
And both are ready in their offices, 2 
At any time, to grace my ſtratagems. 
But what, is Cateſby gone? 
Glo. He is; and, wwe, he brings the mayor along. 


* the Lord: Mayor, and CATESBY. 


Buck. Let me alone to entertain him. Lord mayor 
Glo. Look to the draw- bridge there. 
Bucb. Hark! a drum, 
Glo, Cateſby, overlook the walls. 
Buck. Lord mayor, the reafon we have ſent for vou 
Glo, Look back, defend thee, here are enemies. 
Buck, 


. 
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Buck. God and our innocency defend and guard us, 


Enter LovEL, andRATCEIPF, 2vith HAS TINGS' bead, 


Glo. Be patient, they are friends; Ratcliff, and Lovel, 

Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and unſuſpected Haſtings. 

Glo, So dear I lov'd the man, that I muſt weep. 
I took him for the plaineſt harmleſs creature, 
That breath'd upon the earth a chriſtian ; 

Made him my book, wherein my ſoul eddie 
The h:{tory of all her ſecret thoughts: 

So ſmooth he daub'd his vice with ſhew of virtue, 
That his apparent open guilt omitted— 

I meau, his converſation with Shore's wife 

He liv'd from all attainder of ſuſpect. 

Buck, Well, well, he was the covert'ſt ſhelter'd traitor 
That ever liv'd.— Look you, my lord mayor, 

Would you imagine, or almoſt believe 
{ Wer't not, that by great preſervation 
We live totell it you), the ſubtle traitor 
This day had plotted, in the council- houſe, 
Fo murder me, and my good lord of Gloſter ? 

Mayor. What ! had he ſo? 

Glo. What! think you we are Turks, or infidels ; 

Or that we would, againſt the form of law, | 
roceed thus raſkly in the villain's death; 

But that the extreme peril of the caſe, 

The peace of England, and our perſon's ſafety, 

Enforc'd us to this execution ? 

Mayor, Now, fair befall you! he deſerv'd his death; 
And your good graces both have well proceeded, 
To warn falſe traitors from the Ike attempts, 

I never look'd for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with miſtreſs Shore. 

Buck. Yet had we not determin'd he ſhould die, 
Until your lordſhip came to fee his- end; 

Which now the loving haſte of theſe our friends, 
Somewhat againſt our meaning, hath prevented: 


Becauſe, 


Becauſe, my lord, we would have had you heard 
The traitor ſpeak, and timorouſly confeſs 
The manner and the purpoſe of his treaſons ; 
That you might well have ſignify'd the ſame 
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may 
Miſconſtrue us in him, and wail his death. 
Mayor. But, my good lord, your grace's word ſhall 
ſerve, 
As well as I had ſeen, and heard him ſpeak : 
And do not doubt, right noble princes both, 
But Pl] acquaint our duteous citizens 
With-all your juſt proceedings in this caſe. : 
Glo. And to that end we wiſh'd your lordſhip here, 
To avoid the cenfures of the carping world. 
Buck. But ſince you came too late of our intent, 
Yet witneſs what you hear we did intend ; 
And ſo my good lord mayor, we bid farewell | 
. | [ Exit Mayor. 
Slo. Go, after, after, couſin Buckingham. 
The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all poſt jm 
There, at your meeteſt vantage of the time, 
Infer the baftardy of Edward's children; 
Tell them, how Edward put to death a ien, 
Only for ſaying—he would make his ſon 
Heir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, his houſe, 
Which, by the ſign thereof, was termed ſo. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury, 
And beſtial appetite in change of luſt; 
Which ſtretch'd unto their ſervants, daughters, wives, 
Even where his ranging eye, or ſavage heart, 
Without control, liſted to make his prey. 
Nay, for a need, thus far come near my perfon ;— 
Tell them when that my mother went with child 
Of that infatiate Edward, noble York, 
My princely. father, then had wars in France; 
And, by juſt computation of the time, 
Found that the iſſue was not his begot ; 
Which well appeared in his lineaments, 


Bcing nothing like the noble duke my father. Ee 
| | Yet. 
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Vet touch this ſparingly, as *twere far off; 
Becauſe, my lord, you know, my mother lives. 
Buck. Doubt not, my lord: I'll play the orator, 
As if the golden fee, for which I plead,  - 
Were for myſelf: and ſo, my lord, adieu. | 
Glo. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard's 
caſtle; 
Where you ſhall find me well nin 
With reverend fathers, and well-learned biſhops. 
Buck. I go; and, towards three or four o'clock, 
nn for the news chat the Guildhall affords. 
5 Exit BockIxcuAU. 
Glo. 801 Lovel, 1 all 1 ſpeed to doctor Shaw 
Go thou to friar Penker bid them both 
Meet me, within this hour, at Baynard's caſtle. 
c [ Exeunt LoVREL and CA IESBY, 
Now will J in, to take ſome privy order | 
Fo draw the brats of Clarence out of ſight; 
And to give notice, that no manner of perfon 
Have, any time, recourſe unto the princes. [ Exit, 


2» * 


— 


SCENE PT. 


A Strect. Enter a Scrivener. 


Scriv. Here is the indictment of the good Jord Haſt- 
| ings: 

| Which in a ſet hand fairly i is engroſsd, 

That it may be to-day read o'er in Paul's. 

And mark how well the ſequel hangs together 
Eleven hours I have ſpent to write it over, 

For yeſternight by Cateſby was it ſent me; 

The precedent was full as long a doing: 
And yet within theſe five hours Haſtings liv'd, 
Untainted, unexamin'd, free, at liberty. 

Here's a good world the while: — Who is ſo groſs, 
That cannot ſee this palpable device? 

Yet who fo bold, but ſazs—he ſees i it not? 


Bad 
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Bad is the world; and all will come to nought, FP 
When ſuch bad dealing muſt be ſeen in thought. [ Exit 


— — 


— 


SCENE VII. 


Baynard's Cafile. Enter Grosrzx and Boerincn aut, a 
ſeveral Doors. ; 


Glo. How now, how now ? what ſay the citizens? 
Buck. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum, ſay not a word. 
Glo. Touch'd you the baſtardy of Edward's childies} ? 
Buck. I did; with his contract with Lady Lucy, 
And his contract by deputy in France: 
The enſatiate greedineſs of his deſires, 
And his enforcement of the city wives; 
His tyranny for trifles; his own baſtardy,— 
As being got, your father then in France, 
And his reſemblance, being not like the duke. 
Withal, I did infer your lineaments 
Being the right idea of your father, 
Both in your form aod nobleneſs of mind :, 
I aid open all your victories in Scotland, 
Your diſcipline in war, wiſdom in peace, 
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility ; 
Indeed, left notbing, fitting for your purpoſe, 
Untouch'd, or ſlightly handled, in diſcourſe. 
And, when my oratory grew toward end, 
I bade them, that did love their country's good, 
Cry—God ſave Richard, England's royal king ! 
Glo. And did they ſo? 
Buck. No, ſo God help me, they ſpake not a word; 
But like dumb ſtatues, or unbreathing ſtones, 
Star'd on each other, and look'd deadly p ale. 
Which when I ſaw, I reprchended them; 
And aſk'd the mayor, what meant this wilful filence ? 
His anſwer was—the people were not us'd 


Te be ſpoke to, but by the recorder. 


Then 
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Then he was urg' d to tell my tale again; 
"Thus ſaith the duke, thus hath the duke inferr'd ; 
But nothing ſpoke in warrant from himſelf. 
When he had done, ſome followers of mine own, 
At lower end o' the hall, hurl'd up their caps, 
And ſome ten voices cry'd, God ſave ling Richard“ 
And thus I took the vantage of thoſe few 
Thanks, gentle citizens, and friends, quoth 1 ; 
This general applauſe, and cheerful ſbout, 
Argues your wiſdom, and your love to Richard : 
And even here brake off and came away. . 
Glo. What tongueleſs blocks were they; Would they 
not ſpeak ? 
Will not the mayor then, and his nen come? 
Buck, The mayor is here at hand; Intend ſome fear; 
Be not you ſpoke with, but by mighty TH 
And look you get a prayer-book in your hand, 
And ſtand between two churchmen, good my lord ; 
For on that ground I'll make a holy deſcant: 
And be not eaſily won to our requeſts; 
Play the maid's part, ſtill anſwer nay, and take it. 
Glo. I go; and if you plead as well for them, 
As I can ſay nay to thee for myſelf; 
No doubt we'll bring it to a happy iſſue, 
Buck. Go, go, up to 1 1 the lord mayor knocks. 
FE $0 [Exit GLos TER. 
Enter the Lord | Mayer, and Citizens. 
Welcome, my lord : I dance attendance here ; 
I think the duke will not be ſpoke withal, — 
Enter Car ESB. 
Now, Cateſby, what ſays your lord to my amel ? 
Catef, He doth entreat your grace, my noble * 
To viſit him to-morrow or next day: 
He is within, with two right reverend mee 
Divinely bent to meditation?çn 
And in no worldly ſuit would he be mov'd, 
To draw him from his holy exerciſe. | 
Buck. Return, good Cateſby, to the gracious duke; 
Tell him, myſelf, the mayor, and aldermen, : 
| LCs . In 
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In deep deſigns, in matter of great moment, 
No leſs importing than our general good, 
Are come to have ſome conference with his grace. 
_ Cote, IU ſignify To much unte im traight. [ Exit, 
Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an Edward! 
He is not lolling on a heed day-bed, 
But on his Los at meditation; 
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans. 
But meditating with two deep divines ; 
Not ſleeping, to engroſs his idle body, 
But praying, to enrich his watchful foul ; 
Happy were England, wouid this virtuous prinee 
Take on himſelf the ſovereignty thereof; 
But, ſure, I fear, we ſhall ne'er win him to it. 
Mayer. Marry, God defend his grace ſhould ſay us 
| nay ! 
Buck, | fear, he will : Flee Cateſby comes again: 
Ke enter CATESBY. 
Catcſby, what ſays your lord? _ 
Cate}. He wonders to what end you have aſſembled 
Such troops of citizens to come to him, 
His grace not being warn'd thereof before : 
He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him, 
Buck. Sorry I am, my noble coutin ſhould 
Suſpe me, that I mean no good to hun. 
By heaven, we come to him in perfect love; 
And ſo once more return and tell his grace. 
- [ Exit CaTESBY, 
When holy and devout religious men 
Are at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thence ; b 
So ſweet is zealous contemplation. 


Enter Glos rER above, between two Biſbopt. Car ESB V 
return. 


Mayor. See, where his Rey ſtands 't ween two cler- 
gymen! 
Buck. Two props of virtue tos a Chriſtian prince, 
To ſtay him from the fall of vanity : 


And, ſee, a book of prayer in his hacd ; 


Vol. V. Ff True 
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True ornaments to know a holy man.— 
Famous Plantagenet, moſt gracious prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requeſts; 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy devotion, and right-chriſtian zeal. 
Glo. My lord, there needs no ſuch apology; 
T rather do beſcech you pardon me, 
Who, earneſt in the ſervice of my God, 
Deferr'd the viſitation of my friends. 
But, leaving this, what is your grace's pleaſure ? 
Buck, Even that, I hope, which pleaſeth God above, 
And all good men of this ungovern'd iſle. 
Glo. I do ſuſpect, 1 have done ſome offence, 
That ſeems diſgracious in the city's eye; 
Ard that you come to reprehend my ignorance, 
Buck. You have, my lord; Would it might pleaſe your 
grace, 
On our entreaties, to amend your fault! 
Glo. Elſe wherefore breath I in a Chriſtian land ? 
Buck. Know, then, it is your fault, that you reſign 
The ſupreme ſeat, the throne majeſtical, 
The ſcepter'd office of your anceſtors, 
Your ſtate of fortune, and your due of birth, 
The lineal glory of your royal houſe, 
To the corruption of a blemiſh'd ſtock: 
Whilſt, in the mildneſs of your ſleepy thoughts, 
(Which here we waken to our country's good,) 
The noble ifle doth want her proper limbs; 
Her face defac'd with ſcars of infamy, 
Her royal ſtock graft with ignoble plants, 
And almoſt ſhoulder'd in the ſwallowing gulph 
Of dark forgetfulneſs and deep oblivion. 
Which to recure, we heartily ſolicit 
Your gracious ſelf to take 7 you the charge 
Aud kingly government ot this your land: 
Not as protector, ſteward, ſubſtitute, 
Or lowly factor for another's gain; 
But as ſucceſſively, from blood to blood, 


Your right of birth, your * your own. | 
Fer 
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For this, conſorted with the citizens, 

Your very worthiptul and loving friends, 

And by their vehement inſtigation, 

In this juſt (uit come I to move your grace. 
Glo. I connot tell, if to depart in ſilence, 

Or bitterly to ſpeak in your reproof, 

Beſt fitteth my degree, on your condition: 

For, not to anſwer, you might haply think, 

Tongue-ty'd ambition, not replying, yielded 

To bear the golden yoke of ſovereignty, 

Which fondly you would here impoſe on me; 

IF to reprove you for this ſuit of yours, 

So ſeaſon'd with your faithful love to me, 

Then, on the other ſide, [ check'd my friends; 

Therefore to ſpeak, and to avoid the firſt; 

And then, in ſpeaking, not to incur the laſt— 

Definitively thus I anſwer you. 

Your love deſerves my thanks; but my deſert 

Unmeritable, ſhuns your high requeſt. 

Firſt, if all obſtacles were cut away, 

And that my path were even to the crown, 

As my right revenue and due by birth; 

Vet ſo much is my poverty of ſpirit, 

So mighty, and ſo many, my defects, 


That | would rather hide me from my greatneſ. 


Being a bark to brook no mighty ſea— 

Than in my greatneſs covet to be bid, 

And in the vapour of my glory ſmother'd. 
But, God be thank'd, there is no need me. 
(And much I need to help you, if need were;) 
The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, 


Which, mellow'd by the ſtealing hours of time, 


Will well become the feat of majeſty, 

And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 
On him I lay what you would lay on me, 
The right and fortune of his happy ſtars— 


Which, God defend, that | ſhould wring from him! 


33J 


Buck, My lord, this argues conſcience in your grace; 


But the reſpects thereof are nice and trivial, 
Fi3 


All 


| 
, 
| 
| 
: 
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All cireumſtances wellconfidered. 

You ſay that Edward is your brothcy's ſon ; 
So ſay we too, but not by Edward's wile ; 
For firſt was he contract to lady Lucy; 
Your mother lives a witneſs to his vow ; 
And afterwards by ſubititute betroth'd 

To Bona, ſiſter to the king of France. 


Theſe both put by, a poor petitioner, 


A care-craz'd mother to a many ſons, 


A beauty-waning and diſtreſſed widow, 


Even in the afternoon of her beſt days, 

Made prize and purchaſe of his wanton eye, 

Seduc'd the pitch and height of all his thoughts 

To baſe declenſion and loath'd bigamy: 

By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 

This Edward, whom our manners call—the prince. 

More bitterly could I expoſtulate, 

Save that, i ſor reverence to ſome alive, 4 

I zave a ſparing limit to my tongue. EA pt 
Then, good my lord, take to your royal ſelf 


This proffer'd benefit of dignity : 


If not to bleſs us and the land withal, 
Yet to draw forth your noble anceſtry 
From the corruptian of abuſing time, 
Unto a lineal true-derived courſe. 
Mayor. Do, good my lord ; your citizens entreat you. 
Buck. Refuſe not, mighty lord, this proffer'd love. 
Cateſ. O, make them joyful, grant their lawful ſuit. 
Glo. Alas, why would you heap theſe cares on me? 
Jam unfit for flate and majeſty : 
I do beſeech you, take it not amiſs ; 
I cannot, nor I will not yield to you. 
Buck If you retuſe it—as in love and zeal, 
Loath to deſpoſe the child, your brother's ſon; 
As well we know your tenderneſs of heart, 


And gentle, kind, effeminate remorſe, 
Which we have noted in you to your kindred, 


And equally, indeed, to all eſtates 
Yet know, whe'r you accept our ſuit or no, 
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Your brother's ſon ſhall never reign our king; 

But we will plant ſome other in the throne, 

To the diſgrace and downfall of your houſe. 

And, in this reſolution, here we leave you ;— 

Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. * [ Exeunt, 
Cateſ. Call them again, ſweet prince, accept their ſuit 

If you deny them, all the land will rue it. 
Glo. Will you enforce me to a world of cares? 

Well, call them _; I am not made of ſtone, 


[Exit CATESBE. 


But penetrable to your kind entreaties, 
Albeit againſt my conſcience and my ſoul, — 
Re-enter BUCKINGHAM, and the reſt. 

Couſin of Buckingham—and ſage, grave men— 

Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 

T'o bear her burden, whe'r I will or no, 

I muſt have patience to endure the load: 

But if black ſcandal, or foul-fac'd reproach, 

Attend the ſequel of your impoſition, 

Your meer enforcement ſhall acquittance me 

From all the impure blots and ſtains thereof ; 

For God doth know, and you may partly ſee, 

How far I am from the deſire of this. | 
Mayor. God bleſs your grace! we ſee it, and will ſay i it, 
Glo, In ſaying ſo, you ſhall but ſay the truth. 

Bucb. Then i ſalute you with this royal title— 

Long live king Richard, England's worthy king ! 

A! Amen. ; 
Buck To-morrow may it pleaſe you to.be crown'd ? 
Glo. Even when you pleaſe, for you will have it ſo. 
Buck. Fo-morrow then we will attend your grace; 

And fo, moſt joyfully, we take our leave. 

G.s. {To the Clergymen.] Come, let us to our r holy work 
again: 

Farewell, good couſin;— farewell, 60. friends. 

Ereunt. 
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ACT Ir. SCENE I. 


Before the Tower. Enter the Queen, Ducbeſs of YoRrs, aud 

 Marguis „ DorstT, at one Door; Anne Ducheſs of 
GLOSTER, leading Lady MARGARET NESUTAGENS TS 
CLARENCE's young Daughter, at the other, 


Ducheſs. 


2 meets us here my niece Plantagenet, 
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloſter? 
Now, for my life, ſhe's wand'ring to the Tower, 
On pure heart's love, to greet the tender prince. — 
Daughter, well met. 

Anne. God give your graces both 
A happy and a joyful time of day! 

Oueen. As much to you, good ſiſter! Whither away? 
Anne. No further than the Tower; and, as l gueſs, 
Upon the like devotion as yourſeIves, 

To gratulate the gentle princes there. 
Queen. Kind ſiſter, thanks; we'll enter all together: 
Zater BRAKEN BURY 
And in good time, here the lieutenant comes. — 
Maſter lieutenant, pray you, by your Re, 
How doth the prince, and my young ſon of Vork? 

Brat. Right well, dear madam : By your patience, 
I may not ſuffer you to viſit them; 

The king hath ſtrictly charg'd the contrary. 

Qeen. The king! who's that? 

Brat. I mean, the lord protector. 

Queen. The Lord protect him from that kingly title! 
Hath he ſet bounds between their love and me? 
I am their mother, Who ſhali bar me from then ? 

Duch. 1 am their father's mother, I will ſce them. 

Anne. Their aunt am I in law, in love their mother; 
Then bring me to their ſights; Ell bear thy blame, 
And take thy office from thee, on my peril. 5 

ral. No, madam, ne, I may not leave it o; 


I am 
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Jam bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. 
[Exit BRAKENBUR Yo 
Enter STANLEY. © 
Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour hence, 
And I'll ſalute your grace of Vork as mother, 
And reverend looker on, of two fair queens. — 
hots me you muſt ſtraight to Weſtminſter, 
| [ To the Ducheſs of GLo STER, 
There to be crowned Richard's royal queen: 
Queen. Ah, cut my lace aſunder! 
That my pent heart may have ſome ſcope to beat, 
Or elſe 1 ſwoon with this dead- killing news. 
Anne. Deſpightful tidings! O unpleaſing news! 


Dorſ. Be of good cheer :— Mother, how fares your 


grace? 
Queen. O Dorſet, ſpeak not to nie, get thee gone, 
| Death and deſtruction dog thee at the heels: 
Thy mother's name is ominous to children: 
If thou · wilt out- ſtrip death, go croſs the ſeas, 
And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell. 
Go, hie thee, hie thee from this laughter-houſe,- 
Leſt thou increaſe the number of the dead; 
And make me die the thrall of Margaret's curſe— 
Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted queen. 
Stan. Full of wiſe care is this your counſel, madam ;—= 
Take all the ſwift advantage of the hours; OM 
| You ſhall have letters from me to my ſon 
On your behalf, to meet you on the way: 
Be not ta'en tardy by unwiſe delay. 
Duh. O ill-diſperſing wind of miſery! 
© my accurſed womb, the bed of death; _ 
A cockatrice haſt thou hatch'd to the world, 
Whoſe unavoided eye is murderous ! 
Stan. Come, madam, come: I in all haſte was fent, 
Anne. And | with all unwillingnefs will go. 
O, would to God, that the incluſive. verge 
Of golden metal, that muſt round my brow, 
Were red-hot ſteel, to fear me to the brain ! 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom ; — 
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And die, ere men can ſay God fave the queen! 
Queen. Go, go, poor ſoul, I envy not thy glory; 
To feed my humour, wiſh thyſelf no harm. 
Anne. No | why? When he, that is my huſband now, 
Came to me, as I follow'd Henry's corſe ; 
When ſcarce the blood was well waſh'd denn his hands, 
Which iſſued from my other angel huſband, 
And that dead ſaint which then I weeping follow'd ; 
O, when, I ſay, L look'd on Richard's face, 
This was my wiſh—ZBe thou, quoth I, accurs d, 
For making me, fo young, ſo eld a widow ! 
And, when thou wed'ſt, let ſorrow haunt thy bed r 
And be thy wife (if any be ſo mad} 
More miſerable by the liſe of thee, 
Than thou haſt made me by my dear lord's death ! 
Eo, ere I can repeat this curſe again, 
Even in ſo ſhort a ſpace, my woman's heart 
Groſsly grew captive to is honey words, 
And prov'd the ſubject of mine own ſoul's curſe: 
Which ever ſince hath held mine eyes from reſt; 
For never yet one hour in his bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of ſleep, 
But with his timorous dreams was ſtill awak'd, 
Beſides, he hates me for my father Warwick; 
And will, no doubt, ſhortly be rid of me. 
Queen. Poor hcart, adieu; 1 pity thy complaining. 
Anne, No more than with my ſoul I morn for your's 
Dorf. Farewell, thou woeful weleomer of glory! 
Anne. Adieu, poor ſoul, that tak'ſt thy leave of it. 
Duch. Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune guide 
thee [To Doas kr. 
Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend thee !— 
| - [To ANNE. 
Go thou to ſanQuary, and good thoughts poſſeſs thee! 
Tothe Queen. 
Ito my grave, where peace and reſt he with me! 
Eighty odd years of ſorrow have I ſeen, | 
And each hour s joy wreck'd with a week of. teen, 
— Stay yet; look back, with me unto the Tower 
Pity, 


A IF. © KING RICHARD . - $45 


Pity, yon ancient ſtones, thoſe tender babes, 

Whom envy hath immur'd within yon walls! 

Rough cradle for ſuch little pretty ones! 

Rude ragged nurſe! old ſullen play- fellow 

For tender princes, uſe my babies well 

So fooliſh ſorrow bids your ſtones farewell. [Crcunt. 
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SCENE II. 


The Court. Flourih of trumpeti. Enter Rton An p, as King, 
| BucKINGHAM, CATESBY, a Page, and others. 


K. Rich. Stand all apart.Couſin of n 
Buck. My gracious ſovereign. | 
K. Rich. Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy ad- 
vice, 
And thy afliſtance, is king Richard ſeated ;— 
But ſhall we wear theſe glories for a day? 
Or ſhall they laſt, and we rejoice in them? 
Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them laſt ! 
K. Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the touch, 
To try if thou be current gold, indeed ;— — | 
Young Edward lives; — Think now what I would ſpeak. 4 
Buck, Say on, my loving lord. | il. 0 
K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I ſay I would be king. 1 
Buck. Why, ſo you are, my thrice- renowned liege. 
K. Rich. Ha! am I king? *Tis ſo: but Edward lives. 
Buck. True, noble prince. 
K. Rich, O bitter conſequence, 
That Edward fill ſhould live - true! noble prince 
Couſin, thou waſt not wont to be ſo dull. 
Shall I be plain? 1 wiſh the baſtards dead; | 
And I would have it ſuddenly perform'd. | US 
What ſay'ſt thou now? Speak ſuddenly, be brief. 4 
Huck. Your grace may do your pleaſure. | 
K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindneſs freezes : 
Hay, have I thy conſent, that they ſhall die? 


* Buck. 
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Buck. Give me ſome breath, ſome little * dear 
lord, 
Before I poſitively ſpeak in this: 
J will reſolve your grace e 
[Exit BuckiNGuam, 
. Catef. The king is angry; ſee, he gnaws his lip. 
K. Rich. Iwill converſe with iron witted fools, 
And unreſpective boys: none are ſor me, 
That look unto me with conſiderate eyes: 
High reaching Buckingham grows circumſpect.— 
Boy 
Page. My lord. ö 
X. Rich. Know'ſt thou not any, whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt unto a cloſe exploit of death? 
Page. 1 know a diſcontended gentleman, 
Whoſe humble means match not his haughty mind: 
Gold were as good as twenty orators, 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 
A. Rich. What is his name? 
Page. His name, my lord, is—Tyrrel, 
X. Rich. | partly know the man; Go, call bim hither, 
boy. [Exit Boy. 
The deep- revolving witty Buckingham 
No more ſhall be the neighbour to my counſels; 
Hath he ſo long held out with me untir d, 
And ſtops he now for breath : — well, be it ſo, 
Enter STANLEY, 
How now, lord Stanley ? what's the news ? 
Stan. Know, my loving lord, 
The marquis Dorſet, as I hear, is fled 
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides, 
K. Rich, Come hither, Cateſby : rumour it abroad, 
That Anne my wife is very grievous ſick: 
I will take order for her keeping cloſe. 
Inquire me out ſome mean-born gentleman, 
Whom I will marry ſtraight to Clarence' daughter: 
The boy is fooliſh, and I fear not him.— 
Look, how thou dream'ſt !—-i ſay again, give out, 
That Anne my queen is lick, and like to die: 


About 
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About it; for it ſtands. me much upon, 
To ſtop all hopes, whoſe growth may damage n me.— 
[Exit Car Es Bx. 
] muſt be marry'd to my brother's daughter, | 
Or elſe my kingdom ſtands on brittle glaſs:. 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her! 
Uncertain way of gain! But I am in 
So far in blood, that fin will pluck on fin, 
Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye. 
Enter "TY RREB. 
Is thy name Tyrrel? 
Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your moſt obedient ſubjeck. 
KX. Eich. Art thou, indeed? 
Tyr. Prove me, my gracious lord. 
X Rich. Dar'ſt thou reſolve to kill a friend of mine? 
Tyr. Pleaſe you: but | had rather kill two enemies. 
EK. Rich. Why, then thou haſt it; two deep enemies, 
Foes to my reſt, and my ſweet ſleep's diſturbers, 
Are they that IJ would have thee deal upon: 
Tyrrel, 1 mean thoſe baſtards in the Tower. 
Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them, 
And ſoon PII rid you from the fear of them. 
EK. Rich. Thou ſing'ſt ſweet muſic. Hark, come hi- 
8 ther, Tyrrel; 
Go, by this token Rite, and kd thine ear: 
[ Whiſpers 
There is no more but ſo:— Say, it is done, | 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 
Tyr. I will diſpatch it ſtraight, [ Exit, 
Re-enter BUCKINGHAM. | 
| Buck. My lord, 1 have conſidered in my mind 
The late demand that you did ſound me in. | 
K. Rich, Well, let that reſt. Dorſet is ſted to Rich. 
mond. 
Buch. 1 hear the news, my lord. 
K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife s ſon — look 
to it. 
Buck, My lord, I claim the gilt, my due by promiſe, 
For which your honour and your faith is pawn'd; 
The 


a 


Which you have promiſed I ſhall poſſeſs. 
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The earldom of Here ford, and the moveables, 


K. Rich. Stanley, look to your wife; if ſhe convey | 
Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it, 
Buck, What ſays your highneſs to my juſt requeſt ? 
K. Rich. I do remember me Henry the ſixth 
Did propheſy, that Richmond ſhould be king, 


V hen Richmond was a little W boy. 


A king - perhaps 

Buck. My lord 

K. Rich. How chance, the prophet could not at that 

time 

Have told me, I being by, that I ſhould kill him ? 

Buck, My lord, your promiſe for the earldom 

K. Xich. Richmond! When laſt 1 was at Exeter, 
The mayor in courtſy ſhew'd me the caſtle, 


And call'd it—Rouge-mont : at which name, I ſtarted; 


Becauſe a bard of Ireland told me once, 
I ſhould not live long after I ſaw Richmond. 
Buck. My loro 
K. Rich. Ay, what's o'clock ? 
Buck. 1 am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what you promis'd me. | 
K. Rich, Well, but what's o'clock ? 
Buck. Upon the ſtroke of ten. 
K. Rich, Well, let it ſtrike. 
Buck. Why let it ſtrike ? * 
K. Rich. Becauſe that, like a Jack, thou keep'lt the 
ſtroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 
I am not in the giving vein to-day. | 
Buck, Why, then reſolve we whe'r you will, or no. 
K. Rich. Thou troubleſt me; 1 am not in the vein. 
[ Exits 
Buck. Is it even ſo? repays he my deep ſervice 
With ſuch contempt? made I him king for this? 
O, let me think on Haſtings; and be gone 


To Btecknock, while my fearful head is on. Exit. 
e a * SCENE 
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SCENE IT. 


Enter Tyra RE L. 


Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done; 
The moſt arch deed of piteous maſſacre 
That ever yet this land was guilty of. 
Dighton and Forreſt, whom I did ſuborn 
To do this pice of ruthleſs butchery, 
Albeit they were fleſh'd villains, bloody dogs, 
Melting with tenderneſs and mild compaſſion, 
Wept like two children, in their deaths“ ſad tory, 
O thus, quoth Dighton, Jay the gentle babes — 
Thus, thus, quoth Forreſt, girdling one another 
Witbin their alabaſter innocent arms: 
Their lips were four red roſes on a ſtalk, 
Which, in their ſummer beauty, hiſs'd each other. 
A book of PF ers on their pilloww lay ; 
Which once, quoth Forreſt, almoſt chang'd my mind: 
But, O, the devil there the villaia ſtopp'd; 
When Dighton thus told on — be ſmothered 
The moſt repleniſhed fevect work of nature, 5 
That, from the prime creation, e'er ſbe fram'd— 
Hence both are gone with conſcience and remorſe, 
They could not ſpeak; and fo I left them both, 
To bear theſe tidings to the bloody king. 


Enter King RiCHARD. 


And here he comes :—All health, my ſovereign lord! 
K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel! am | happy in thy news? 
Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 

Beget your happineſs, be happy then, 

For it is done. 

XK. Rich. But didſt thou ſee them dead ? 

Tyr. | did, my lord. 

K. Rich. And burried, gentle Tyrrel? 

Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them; 

But where, to ſay the truth, I do not know. 

K. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, ſoon at aſter ſupper, 
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When thou ſhalt tell the proceſs of their death. 
Mean time, but think how I may do thee good, 
And be inheritor of thy deſire. 
Farewell, *till then, 
Tyr. | humbly take my leave. [Exit 
K. Rich. The ſon of Clarence have pen'd up cloſe; 
His daughter meanly have I match'd in marriage; 
The ſons of Edward fleep in Abraham's boſom, 
And Aune my wife hath bid the world good night. 
Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims 


At young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter, 


And, by that knor, looks proudly on the crown, 
To her go l, a jolly thriving wooer, 
| Enter CATESBY. 


Cateſ. My lord— 
K. Rich. Good news or bad, that thou BS 1 in ſo blunt- 
ly ? _— 
Cate/. Bad news, my lord : Norton is fed | to Rich- 
mond; 


And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welſkmen, 

Is in the field, and till his power increaſeth. ö 
K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near, 

Than Buckingham and his raſh-levied ſtrength. 

Come have learn'd, that fearful commenting 

Is leaden ſervitor to dull delay; . 

Delay leads impotent and ſnail-pac'd beggary ; _ 

Then fiery expedition be my wing, 

Jove's Mercury, and herald for a king ! 

Go, muſter men: My counſel is my ſhield; | 

We muſt be briet, when traitors brave the field. LExit. 
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SCENE IF. 


Enter Queen Maxcakgr. 


Mar. So, now proſperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 
Here in theſe confines ſlily have I lurk d, 
To watch the waining-of mine enemies. 


A dire 


A dire induction am I witneſs to, 
And will to France; hoping, the conſequence 
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret ! who comes here ? 
Enter the Queen, and the Ducheſs of \ York, 
ueen. Ah, my poor princes? ah, my tender babes! 
My unblown flowers, newrappearing ſweets! 
If yet your gentle ſouls fly in the air, 
And be not fix'd in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy wings, 
And hear your mother's lamentation ! 
Q. Mar. Hover about her; ſay, that right for right 
Hath dimm'd your infant morn to aged night. 
Duch. So many miſeries have craz'd my voice, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is ſtill and mute.— 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead? 
. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 
Queen. Wilt thou, O God! fly from ſuch gentle lambs, 
And throw them in the entrails of the wolf? 
Why didſt thou ſleep, when ſuch a deed was done? 
O. Mar. When holy Henry dy'd, and my ſweet ſon ? 
Dutch. Dead life, blind fight, por mortal living ghoſt, 
| Wee's ſcene, world's ſhame, grave's due by life uſurp'd, 
Brief abſtract and record of tedious days, 
Reſt thy unreſt on England's lawful earth, [ Sitting down, 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood ! 
| Oreen, Ah, that thou wouldſt as ſoon afford a grave, 
As thou canſt yield a melancholy ſeat; 
Then would I hide my bones, not reſt them here 
Ah, who hath any cauſe to mourn, but we ? | 
Sitting down by her. 
Q. Mar. If ancient ſorrow be moſt reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of ſigniory, 
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand, 
[Sitting do wn with _ 
If ſorrow can admit ſociety, 
Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine ;— 
1 had an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him; 
G g 2 I had 
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had a huſband, *till a Richard kill'd him: 5 
Thou had'ſt an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him; 
Thou had'ſt a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him. 
Dich. I had a Richard too, and thou did'ſt kill him; 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'ſt to kill him. 
Q. Mar. Thou had'ſt a Clarence too, and Richard 
kill'd him. 
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath Acht 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death: 
The dog that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood; 
That foul defacer of God's handy- work : 


That excellent grand tyrant of the earth, 


That reigns in galled eyes of weeping ſouls, 
Thy womb let looſe, to chace us to our graves, 
O upright, juſt, and true-difpoſing God, | 
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the iſſue of his mother's body, 
And makes her pue-fellow with others' moant 
Duch. O Harry* s wife, triumph not in my woes ; 
God witneſs with me, I have wept for thine. 
O. Mar. Bear with me; | am hungry for revenge, 
And now I cloy me with bcholding i it. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill d my Edward; 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward: 


Young York he is but boot, becauſe both they 
Match not thg high perfection of my loſs, 


Thy Clarence he is dead, that ſtabb'd my Edward; 
And the beholders of this tragic play, 

The adulterate Haſtings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 
Untimely ſmother'd in their duſky graves, | 


Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer ; 


Only reſery'd their factor, to buy fouls, 

And ſend them thither: But at hand, at hand, 
Enſues his piteous and unpitied end: 

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, ſaints pray, 
To have him ſuddenly convey'd from hence ;— 
Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray 

That I may live to ſay, The dog is dead. 
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Queen. O, thou didſt propheſy, the time would come, | j 
That I ſhould wiſh for thee to help me curſe | 
That bottled ſpider, that feul bunch-back'd toad. 


Q. Mar, 1 call'd thee then, vain flouriſh of my for- | 9 

11 it 

tune ; 0 

I eall'd thee then, poor ſhadows painted ens : | i 
The preſentation of but what I was, | tl 
The flattering index of a direful pageant, | i 
jj 

by! 


One heav'd a-high, to be hurl'd down below: | i 
A mother only mock'd with two fair babes ; | 'þ 
A dream of what thou waſt ; a gariſh flag, | 
'To be the aim of every dangerous ſhot ; | 
A ſign of dignity, a breath, a bubble; i 
A queen in jeſt, only to fill the ſcene, . | 
Where is thy huſband now ? where be thy brothers! ? i 
Where be thy two ſons? wherein doſt thou joy ? 

Who ſues, and kneels, and ſays—God ſave the queen ? 
Where be the bending peers that flatter'd thee ? | 
Where be the thronging troops that foilow'd thee ? 


Decline all this, and ſee what now thou art. 
For happy wife, a moſt diſtreſſed widow ; | , 
For joyful mother, one that wails the name; | | 0 


For one being ſu'd to, one that humbly ſues ; i 

For queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care: | 

For one that ſcorn'd at me, now ſcorn'd of me; 

For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one; 

For one commanding all, obey'd of none; | 

Thus hath the courſe of juſtice wheel'd about, 1 

And left thee but a very prey to time; „ 

Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didſt uſurp my place, And doſt thou not 

Uſurp the juſt proportion of my ſorrow ? 

Now thy proud neck bears half my burden'd yoke; 

From which even here I lip my wearied head, 

And leave the burden of it all on thee. 

Farewell, Yerk's wife and queen of fad miſchance "4 

Theſe Engliſh woes ſhall make me {mile in France. 1 ; 
Queen, O thou well Kill'd in curſes! Ray a while, 
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And teach me how to curſe mine enemies 

©. Mar, Forbear to ſleep the night, and faſt the * - 
Compare dead happineſs with living woe; 
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were: 
And he, that ſlew them, fouler than he is: 
Bettering thy loſs makes the bad cauſer worſe ; 
Revolving this will teach thee who, to curſe. 

Queen. My words are dull, O quicken them with 


thine |! 
©. Mar. Thy woes will make them "RY and pierce 
like mine. [Exit MARGARET, 


Duch. Why ſhould calamity be full of words ? 
veen. Windy. attornies to their client woes, 


Airy ſucceeders of inteſtate joys, 


Poor breathing orators of miſerics! 
Let them have ſcope : though what they do impart 
Help nothing Aſe, yet they do cafe the heart. 

Duch. If ſo, then be not tongue-ty'd: go with me, 
And in the breath of bitter words let's fmother 
My damned fon, that thy two ſweet ſons ſmother'd. 
[ Drum, within, 
1 hear his drum—be copious in exclaims. | 


Enter King Ricuarn, and his Train, marching. 
R. Rich. Who intercepts me in my expedition? 
Duch. O, ſhe, that might have intercepted thee, 
By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed womb, | 
From all the flaughters, wretch, that thou haſt done. 
Queen. Hid'ſt thou that forchead with a golden crown, 


Where ſhould be branded, if that right were right, 
The ſlaughter of the prince that ow'd that crown, 


And the dire death of my poor ſons, and brothers ? 
Tell me, thou villain- ſlave, where are my children? 
Duch. Thou toad, thou toad, where 1s thy brother 
Clarence? 
And little Ned Plantagenet, his fon | ? 
Queen. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, Grey? ? 
Duch. Where is kind Haſtings ? 
. Rich, A flourifh, TE \—ftrike alarum, tris! 2 
Let. 
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Let not the heavens hear theſe tell-tale women | 
Rail on the Lord's mann ATT; I fay.— 
| FFlouriſh, Alarums. 

Either be patient; and entreat me e fair; | 
Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations, 

Ducb. Art thou my ſon? 

X. Rich. Ay; I thank God, my n and W 8 

Duch. Then patiently hear my impatience. 

X. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Duch. O let me ſpeak. - 

K. Rich. Do, then; but VII not hear. 

Ducb. I will be mild and gentle in my words. 

K Rich. And brief, good mother; for Jam in haſte. 

Duch. Art thou ſo haſty? I have ſtaid for thee, 
God knows, in torment and in agony. 

K Rich And came I not at laſt to comfort you a 

Duch. No, by the holy rood, thou know'ſt it well, 
Thou cam'ft on earth to make the earth my hell. 
A grievous burden was thy birth to me; 
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy; _. 
Thy ſchook-days, frightful, deſperate, wild, and furious, 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous; 
Thy age conſirm'd, proud, ſubtle, fly, and bloody, 
More mild, but yet more harmful], kind in hatred : 
What comfortable hour canſt thou name, 
That ever grac'd me in thy company! 

. Rich. Faith, none but Humpry Houre, that call's 

your grace 

To breakfaſt once; forth of my company. 
If i be ſo diſgracious in your fight, 
Let me march on, and not offend you, aadam.— 
Strike up the drum. | 

Duch. I pr'ythee, hear me ſpeak, 

KX. Rich. You ſpeak too bitterly, 

Duch. Hear me a word; 
For I ihall never ſpeak to thee *. 

K. Rich. 80. 


386 XING RICHARD In. 42 17. 


Duch. Either thou wilt die, by God's juſt ordinance, 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror ; 
Or | with grief and extreme age ſhall periſh, 
And never look upon thy face again. | 
Therefore, take with thee my moft heavy curſe ; : 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more, 
Than all the complete armour that thou wear'ſt! 
My prayers on the adverſe party fight ; 
And there the little ſouls of Edward's children 
Whiſper the ſpirits of thine enemies, | 
And promiſe them ſucceſs and victory! 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end; 
Shame ſerves thy life, and doth thy death attend. [Exit. 
Queen. Though far more cauſe, yet much leſs ſpirit to 
curſe 
Abides in me; I ſay amen to her. [ Going, 
K. Rich. Stay, madam, I muſt ſpeak a word with you: 
Queen. 1 have no more ſons of the royal blood 
For thee to murder: for my daughters, Richard, 
They ſhall be praying nuns, not weeping queens ; 
And therefore level not to hit their lives, 
K. Rich. You have a daughter call'd—Ekzabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 
Queen. And mult the die for this? O, let her live, 
And U'l corrupt her manners, ſtain her beauty 
Slander myſelf, as falſe to Edward's bed; 
Throw over her the veil of infamy : 
So ſhe may live unſcarr'd of bleeding laughter, 
will coafeſs ſhe was not Edward's daughter. 
K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, ſhe is of royal blood, 
ucen. To ſave her life, l' ſay—ſhe is not ſo, 
K. Rich. Her life is ſafeſt only in her birth. 
Queen. And only in that fefety dy'd her brothers. 
K. Rich. Lo, at their births good ſtars were oppoſite. 
Queen. No, to their lives bad friends were contrary. 
E. Rich. All unavoided is the doom ot deſtiny. 
Oucen. True, when avoided grace makes deſtiny: 
My babes were deſtin'd to a fairer death, 
If grace had bleſs'd thee with a fairer life, 


X. Rich, 
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X. Rich. You ſpeak, as if that I had ſlain my couſins, 
Queen. Coulins, indeed; and by their uncle cozen'ſt 

Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, lives. ; 

Whoſe hands ſoever lanc'd their tender hearts, 

Thy head, all indire Aly, gave direction: 

No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt, 

Till it wag whetted on thy ſtone-hard heart, 

To revel in the intrails of my lambs. 

But that ſtill uſe of grief makes wild grief tame, 

My tongue ſhould to thy ears not name my boys, 

Till that my nails were anchored in thine eyes 

And I, in ſuch a deſperate bay of death, 

Like a poor bark, of fails and tackling reft. 

Ruſh all to pieces on thy rocky boſom. . 

K. Rich. Madam, ſo thrive I in my enterprize, 

And dangerous fucceſs of bloody wars, 

As | intend more good to you and your's, 

Than ever you or your's by me were harm'd! _ 

Queen. What good is cover'd, with the face of heaven, 
To be diſcover'd, that can do me good ? 
X. Rich, The adantetart of your: children, gentle 
lady. 
Queen. Up to ſome ſeaffuld, n to bote their heads. 
K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of fortune, 
The high imperial type of this earth's glory. 
| Been. Flatter my ſorrows with report of it; 
Tell me hat ſtare, what dignity, what honour , 

Canſt thou Hemiſe to any child of mine? 

K. Rich. Eren all 1 nave ?- a9, and myſelf ad, 

Will I withal endow a child of thine; 

So in the Lethe of thy angry ſoul 

Thou drown the-ſad remembrance of thoſe wrongs, 

Which, thou ſuppoſeſt, I have done to thee. | 
Deen, Be brief, leſt that the proceſs of thy kindneſs 

Laſt longer telling than thy kindneſs' date. 

X. Rich. Then know, that, from my ſoul, I love thy 
daughter, 

Queen, My daughter's mother thinks it with her ſoul, 

K. Rich, What do you think? 


Queen. 
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Qveen. That thou doſt love my daughter, from thy 
ſoul : 
So from thy ſoul's love, didſt thou love her brothers; 
And from my heart's love, I do thank thee for it, 

K. Rich. Be not ſo haſty to confound my meaning: 

I mean, that with my ſoul 1 love thy daughter, 
And do intend to make her queen of England. 

Queen. Well, then, who doit thou mean ſhall he her 

king ? 

K. Rich. Even he that makes her queen: Who elſe 

' ſhould be? - 

Sueen. What, thou? „ 

K. Rich. I, even I: What think you of it, madam ? 

Queen. How canſt thou woo her ? 

K. Rich. That I would learn of you, 

As one being beſt acquainted with her humour. 

Queen. And wilt thou learn of me? 

K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 

Queen. Send to her, by the man that flew her bro- 

thers, | 

| A pair of bleeding hearts; thereon engrave, 
Edward, and Vork; then, haply, will ſhe weep; 
Therefore preſent to her—as ſometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, ſteep'd in Rutland's blood— 

A handkerchief; which, ſay to her, did drain 

The purple ſap from her ſweet brothers' bodies, 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal, 

If this inducement move her not to love, 

Send her a letter cf thy noble deedss—_ 

Tell her, thou mad'ſt away her uncle Clarence, 
Her uncle Rivers; ay, and, for her ſake, | 
Mad'ſt quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

K. Rich. You mock me, madam ; this is not the way 
To win your daughter. 

Queen. There is no other way; | 
Vnleſs thou could'ſt put on ſome other ſhape, - 
And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

X. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of her? 


Queen. 


— 
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©ucen. Nay, then indeed, ſhe cannot chooſe but hate 
thee, 


Having bought love with ſuch a bloody ſpoil. 
K. Rich. Look, what is done, cannot be now net 
Men ſhall deal unadviſedly ſometimes, 
Which after-hours give leiſure to repent; 
If 1 did take the kingdom from your ſons, | 
To make amends, I III give it to your daughter. 
If I have kill'd the iſſue of your womb, 
To quicken your increaſe, I will beget 
Mine iſſue of your blood upon your daughter, 
A grandam's name is little leſs in love, 
Than is the doting title of a mother : 
They are as children, but one ſtep below, 
Even of your mettle, of your very blood; 
Of all one pain - ſave for a night of groans 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like ſorrow. 
Vour children were vexation to your youth, 
But mine ſhall be a comfort to your age. 
The loſs, you have, is but—a ſon being king, 
And, by that loſs, your daughter is made queen. 
cannot make you what amends I would, 
Therefore accept ſuch kindneſs as I can. 
Dorſet your ſon, that, with a fearful ſoul, 
Leads diſcontented ſteps in foreign ſoil, 
This fair alia e quickly ſhall call home 
To high promotions and great dignity. 
The king, that calls your beauteous daughter—wiſe, 
Familiarly ſhall call thy Dorſet— brother; 
Again ſhall you be mother to a king, 
And all the ruins of diſtreſsfol times . 
Repair d with double riches of content. 
What! we have many goodly days to fee: 
The liquid drops of tears that you have ſhed, | 
Shall come again, transform'd to orient. pearl; 
Advantaging their loan, with intereſt 
Of ten times double gain of happineſs. $1 
Go then, my mother, to thy daughter go: | 
Make bels her baſhful years with your expetĩience: 
Prepare 


* 


369 RING RICHARD In. AR IN. 
Prepare her ears to hear a wever's tale: 
Put in her tender heart the aſpiring flame 
Of golden ſov'rcignty ;- acquaint the princefs 
With the ſweet ſilent hours of marriage Joys : * 
And when this arm of mine hath chaſtiſed 
The petty rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant gar lands will come, 
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror” 8 bed; 
To whom 1 will retail my conqueſt won, 
And ſhe ſhallbe ſole victreſs, Cæſar's Cæſar. 
Ducen. What were I beſt to ſay? her father's brother 
Would be her lord? Or ſhall I ſay, her uncle? 
Or, he that flew her brothers, and n "uncles? | 
Under what title ſhall woo for thee, | 
That God, the law, my honour, and her Wie, 
Can make ſeem pleaſing to her tender Wü 8 
X Neicb. Infer fair England's peace by this alliance. 
Ducen. Which ſhe ſhall purchaſe with ſtill Taſting war. 
. Rich, Tell her, the Ms that —_ demande: en- 
treats, | 
Queen. That at her bands, which the king 8 King for- 
bids. | 
KX. Rich. Say, ſhe ſhall be a high and mighty queen. 
Ducen, Vo wail the title, as her mother doth. 
X. Rich. Say, I will love her everlaſtingly. 
Queen. But how long ſhall that title, ever, laſt ? 
K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life's end. 
Q»cen. But how long fairly ſhall her ſweet life laſt ? 
A. Rich. As long as heaven, and nature, lengthens it. 
Q::.en. As long as hell, and Richard, likes of it. 
K. Rich. Say, I, her ſov'reign, am her ſubject low. 
Qucen But ſhe your ſubject loaths ſuch ſov'reignty. 
XK Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 
Qieen. An honeſt tale ſpeeds beſt being plainly told. 
K. Rich. Then, in plain terms, tell her my loving tale. 
Queen. Plain, and not honeſt, is too harſh a ſtyle. 
K. Rich. Your reaſonsare too ſhallow and too quick. 
Queen, O, no, my reaſons are too deep and dead 


Two deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves. 
2 K. Rich. 
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K. Rich. Harp not on that firing, madam ; that is paſt,” 
Queen. Harp on it ſtill ſhall l, till heart-ftrings break, 


K. Rich, Now, by my george, my garter, and my 


CLOWN om | 
Qucen. Profan d, diſhonour'd, and the third uſurp'd. 
K. Rich. I ſwear. 

Queen, By nothing; for this isno WY 

The george, profan'd, hath loſt his holy honour : 

The garter, blemiſh'd, pawa'd his knightly virtue; 

The crown, uſurp'd, diſgrac'd his kingly glory: 

If ſomething thou wouid'ſt ſwear to be believ'd, 

Swear then by ſomething that thou haſt not wrong'd 
K. Rich. Now by the world 
Queen. Tis full of thy foul wrongs, 

K. Rich, My father's death 

Queen. Thy life hath that diſhonour'd, 
X. Rich. Then, by myſclf-— 

Queen, Thyſelf is ſelf-miſus'd, 

K. Rich. Why then, by heaven 
Queen. Heaven's wrong is moſt of all. 

If thou didft fear to break an oath with heaven, 

The unity, the king my huſband made, 

Had not been broken, nor my brother ſlain, 

If thou hadſt fear'd to break an oath by him, 

The imperial metal, circling now thy head, 

Had grac'd the tender temples of my child; 

And both the princes had been breathing here, 

Which now, two tender bed-fellows for duſt, - 

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms. 

What canſt thou ſwear by now? 

X. Rich. By time to come. 
Queen. That thou haft wronged in the time o erpaſt; 

For I myſelf have many tears to waſh 

Fereafter time, for time paſt, wrong'd by thee, 

The children live, whoſe parents thou haſt ſlaughter'd, 

Ungovern'd youth, to wail it in their age: 

The parents live, whoſe children thou haſt butcher'd, 

Old barren plants, to wail it with their age: 

Swear not by time to come; for that thou haſt | 
Vol. V. H h | MNliſus'ꝗ 
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Miſus'd ere us'd, by times ill-vs'd o . 
X. Rich. As I intend to proſper, and repent ! a 
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hoſtile arms! my 'felf myſelf confound !. N 15 
Heaven, and fortune, bar me happy baurs!. | : 
Day, yield me not thy, light; nor, night, thy reſt! . 
Be oppolite all planets of good luck £ 
To my proceeding, if, with pure heart's love, 1 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 8 
I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter ! 
In her conſiſts my happineſs, and thine; _ 
Without her, follows to myſelf, and thee, _ 
Herſelf, the land, and many a chriſtian ſoul, 
Death, dcfolation, ruin, and decay: 
It cannot be avoided, but by this; 
It will not be avoided, but by this. 
Therefore, dear mother, (I muſt call you fo) 
Be the attorney of my love to.her; 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been; 
Not my deſerts, but what I will deſerve ; * 
Wrge the neceſſity and ſtate of times, 
And be not peeviſh found in great deſigns. 
Queen, Shall I be tempted of the devil thus? 8 
K. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 
Qvcen, Shall i forget myſelf, to be myſelf? 
X. Rich. Ay, if your ſelk's 19 wrong your- 
ſell. 3 
Deen. But thou didſt kill my children, 
X Nich. But in your daughter's womb I bury chem: : 
Where, in that neſt of ſpicery, they ſhall breed 
Selves of themſelves, to your recomforture. 
Ducen. Shall Igo win my daughter to thy will? 
K. Rich And be a happy mother by the deed, 
"Dreen. go Write to me very ſhortly, - 
And you ſhall underſtand from me her mind, 
X. Rich. Bear ker my true love's kiſs, and ſo farewell. 
{ Kiſſing ber. Exit Queen. 
Relenting fool, and ſhallow, changing— woman! 
How now ? what news? 


Enter 
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Rat. Moſt mighty fovercign, on the weſtern coalt 
Rideth a puiſſant navy; to the ſhore | | 
Throzg many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarm'd, and unrefolwd to beat them back: 

Tis thought, that Richmond i is their admiral ; 

And there they hull, expecting but the aid 

Of Buckingham, to Pa gi them aſhore. 


K. Rich. Some light · foot ſriend po to the duke of 


Norfolk; - 
Ratcliff, thyſe If—or Cateſby; ho; 15 hal ? 
Citeſ. Here, my good lord. 
K. Ricb. Cateſpy, fly to the duke. 
Cateſ. I will, my lord, with all convenient haſte; 
K. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither : Poſt to Saliſbury ; 
When thou com'ſt thither—Dull unmindful villain, 


[To CaTESBZT. 


Why ſtay'ſt thou here, x go'ſt not to the duke? 


Catęſ. Firſt, mighty liege, rell me your” e plea- 


me 
What from your grace i ſhall 8 ta him. | 
K. Rich. O, true, good Cateſby * him levy 
raight | 
The greateſt ſtrength and power he « can make, 
And meet me laddeniy at Saliſbury. 
Cateſ. 1 go. | [ Exif, 
Rat. What, may it pleaſe you, ſhall ! do at Saliſbury 1 ? 
K. Rico. Why, what would'ft thou do there, before I 
1 7 
Rat. Your highneſs told me, 1 ſhonld. poſt before. 
Enter Lord STANLEY. 
R. Rich. My mind is chang' S nkanler, what news 
with you: 
Stan. None good, my liege, to pleaſe vou with the 
hearing ; j 
For none {o bad, but well may be reported. 
X. Rich. Heyday, a riddle ! neither good, nor bad 
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What need'ſt thou run ſo many miles about, 
When thou may'ſ tell thy tale the neareſt _ : 
Once more, what news? 4 | 

Stan. Richmond is on the {hai [is 

K. Rich. There let him ſink, ad be de ban bim! 
Whitc-livered runagate, what doth he there ? 

Stan. I know not, mighty ſovereigi; but by — 

X. Rb. Well, as you gueſs? | 

Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Moreton, 
He makes for England, here to claim the crown. 

X. Rich, Is the chair empty? is the ſword unſway'd ? ? 
Is the king dead? the empire unpoſſe(s'd ? ? 
What heir of York is there alive, but we? 7 | 
And who is England's king, but great York's heir? 
Then, teil me, what makes he upon the ſeas ? 

Stau. Unleſs for that, my liege, I cannot gueſs. 

X. Rich, Unleſs for that he comes to be your liege, 
You cannot gueſs wherefore the Welchman comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. | 

Stan. No, mighty liege; therefore miſtruſt me not. 

K. Rich. Where is thy power then, to beat him back? 
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers ? 

Are they not now upon the weſtern ſhore, 
Safe - conducting the rebels from their ſhips? - 
Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in the north. 
K. Rich. Cold friends to me : What do they in the 
north, | | | 
When they ſhould ſerve their ſovereign in the weſt ? 
Stan. They have not becn commanded, mighty king: 
Pleaſeth your majefly to give me leave, 
Vi} muſter up my friends; and meet your grace, 
Where, and what time, your majeſty ſhall pleaſe, 
K. Rich. Ay, ay, thou would'ſt be gone to join with 
Richmond : 
But Il} not truſt you, ſir. 
Stan. Moſt mighty ſovereign, 
You have no cauſe to hold my friendſhip doubtful; 
1 never was, nor never will be ſalſe. 


K. Rich. 
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K. Rich, Well go, err meg. n _ You, 
leave behind 0 | 
Your ſon, George Stanley : look pour heat be e, 
Or elſe his head's aſſurance is but frail. | 


Stan So _ with ee 1 8 77 8 true to you. 
d d 0200 1899 ,5 ee STANLEY « 


hs nter a „ 4. 22 


N My gracious Brerclen, now in | Devonſhire, 7 
As 1 by friends am well advertiſed, | 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate, E 


Biſhop of Exeter, his elder brother, | 
With many. more conſederates, are in arms. 


Enter another Maſenger. | | | 
2 My: In Kent, my liege, the Guildfords are in arms 3 2 


And every hour more competitors 
Flock to the rebels, and their power grows ſtrong. 


Enter another 1M, Heger. 


3 AT. ſc My. lord, the army of great. Buckingham 
K. Rich. Out on ye, owls ! nothing but ſongs ot 


death? He Frites him. 

Thien, take thou that, till 7 5 bring better news. 

3 Mef. The news have to tell your majeſty, 
I= that, by ſudden Hoods and fall of watera, 
Buckingham's army 1s diſpers'd and ſcattered; 
And he himſelf wander'd away alone, 5 5 
No man knows vrhither-. e 

X. Rich. Oh, Icfy you mercy : BY 
There is my purſe, to cure that blow of thine. £55 
Hath any well-advifed friend proclaim” 8 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in? 


3 Me 95 Such ee hath deen mug my ws 


Lt SV al 
on 
* 


Nate another Nriſenger. 8 1 


4 a. 7 Sir Thomas Lovel, and lord marquis Dorſet, 
'Tis ſaid, my liege, in Yorkſhire are in arins, 
5 Hah 3 But 


| 
| 
| 
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But this good comfort bring to your nigbnef 
The Bretagne navy is diſpers'd by tempeſt: 
Richmond, in Dorſetſhire, fent out àa boat 
Unto the ſhore, to aſk thofe on the banks, 
If they were his aſſiſtants, yea, or no, 9; 
Who anſwered him, they came from "Buckingham 
Upon his party: he, miſtruſting them, 
Hois'd fail, and made his courſe again for Bretagne. 

A. Rich. March on, march on, ſince we are. up - in 

arms; 

If not to fight with foreign: enemies, 
Vet to beat down theſe rebels here at home. 


— 


Enter CarksEx. 
Cateſ. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is taken, 
That is the beſt news; That the Earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, 
Is coldei news, but yet it muſt be told. 
K. Rich. Away towards Saliſbury; while we reafon 


here, 
A royal battle might be won and loſt j— 


Some one take order, Buckingham be brought 
To Saliſbury ;—the reſt march on with me. [Ax eunt. 


8 


SCENE Y. 


Lord STANLEY'S houſe. Enter Lord STANLE v, and Sir 
CHRISTOPHER URSWICK, 
Stan. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmond this from me : 
That, in the ftye of this moit bloody boar, 
My ſon George Stanley is frauk'd up in hold; 


If I revolt, off goes young George's head; 


Ihe fear of that with-hoids my preſent aid. | 
But tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 
Chrif. At Pembroke, or at Ha- ford - weſt, in Wales. 
Stan. What men gf name reſoit to him? | 
$4ri/. Sir Walter Herbert a renowned ſoldier; 


Sir 
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Sir Gilbert Talbot, and Sir William Stanley; 
Oxford, redoubted Pemborke, Sir James Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew; 
And many other of great name and worth: 
And towards London do they bend their courſe, .. 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 
Stan. Well, hie thee to thy lord, commend me to unn by 
Tell him, the queen hath heartily conſented, 
He ſhall eſpouſe Elizabeth her daughter. 
"Theſe letters wall oke him of my mind. 
Farewell. . £72009 MY _ [Execunts 


4 


ACT V. "SCENE 0 
- . + Enter the Sherif with Buckinonan, led. 15. 
| | - - execution, ag ls 


Buckingham. 


Will not king Richard let me ſpeak with him-? 
Sher. No, my good lord; therefore be patient. 


Buck. Haſtings, and Edward's children, Rivers, Grey, 


Holy king Henry, and thy fair fon Edward, 
Vaughan, and all thathave miſcarried 
By underhand corrupted foul injuſtice 
If that your moody diſcontented ſouls. 
Do through the clouds behold this-preſent hour, 
Even for revenge mock my deſtruction! 
This is All Soul's day, fellows, is it not? 
Sher. It is, my lord. 
-Buck, he. then All-Souls' day, is my body' 8 doomf- 
ay 
This is the day, which, in king Kdward's time, 
J wiſh'd might fall on me, when I was found 
Falſe to his children, or his wife's allies ; - 
This is the day, wherein I wiſh'd to fall 
By the falſe faith of bim whom molt I truſted; 


This, 
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This, this All-Souls“ day to my fearful ſoul. 
Is the determin'd reſpite of my wrong & 
That high All- ſeer whom I dally'd with, 
Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head, 
And given in earneit what I begg'd in jeſt. 
Thus doth he ſorce the ſwords of wicked-m.en 
To turn their own points on their maſters” boſoms: 
Thus Margaret's curſe falls heavy on my neck 
Fhen be, quoth ſhe, ſcall fpbit tb heart waith agree 
Remember Margaret wis a ren.. 
_ firs, convey me to the block of ſhame; 

Wrong hath wot wreng, and blame the due of blame, 

| [Exeunt BUCKIN HAM, O. 


A N LI” ID — 5 + " 
SCENE IT. LS. 


* ” Y . — — — n 
i 2 „ £ ——TIC * 2 


* en the Borders of "Loieefterſtire. © © 8 — Enter 
HENRY Earl of RiC#MOND, Earl of OxfORPD, Sir 
James. BLonT, Sir WALTER Hruzzar, and others, 


With drum and colours. © TER Ps! | 
. 81 201 10% Vie 


. Fellows in arms, and my — living friends 
Bruis'd underneath the yoke af tyranny, !:© 
Thus far into the bowels of the land © 4+: - 
Have we march'd on without impedtiment; 
And here reccive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 
The wretched, bloody, and ufurping boar, 
That fpoll'd your fummer fields, and fruitful vines, 
Swills your warm blood like wath, and makes his ee 8 
In your embowelb'd boſoms this foul ſwine e 
Lies now even in the centre of this iſle, Yo! | 
Near to the town'of Leiceſter, aswe/learns 
From "Tamworth thither, is but one day's march. 
In God's name, cheerly on, courageous e 
Jo reap the harveſt of perpetual _ 


By this one bloody triab of ſharp waer. 


Of 


x. | 
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Ox. Every man's conſcience is a thouſand words, 

To fight againſt that bloody homicide. 
Herb. I doubt not, but his friends will turn to us, 
Blunt. He hath no e but who are e for 


fear; 
Which, in his deareſt 3 will fly from him. 


Richm. All ſor our vantage. Then, in God's name, 


maren: 
True hope i is ſwift, and flies with fwallow's wings; 


Kings it _— gods, and meaner creatures Oe 
| „ 


—_— 


— ER — * * ** —v—v— 


SCENE ZII. 


Brfrworth-field. Enter King, RicuarD in arms, with the 
Duke of NOoRTOLEk, Earl of SURREY, and others. 


LK. Rich, Here pitch our tent, even here in Boſworthe 


field — 
My lord of Surrey, why look you fo fad'? 
Sur. My heart is ten times lichter than my looks. 
K. Rich. My lord of Norfolk 
Nor. Here, moſt gracious liege. 
K. Rich. Norfolk, we muſt have knocks; Ha ! muſt 
we not ? 
Nor. We muſt both give and take, my loving lord. 
K. Rich. Up with my tent: Here will ly to-night ; 
But where, to-morrow ?— Well, all's one for that.— 
V ho hath deſcry'd the number of the traitors ? | 
Nor. Six or ſeven thouſand is their utmoſt power. 
K. Rich, Why, our battalia trebles that account: 
Beſides, the king's name is a tower of ſtrength, 
Which they upon the adverſe faction want. 
Up with the tent. Come, noble gentlemen, 
L et us ſurvey the vantage of the ground 
Call for ſome men of ſound direction: 
Let's want no diſcipline, make no delay; 
For, lords, to-morrow is a buſy day. [ Exoeurnts 


Entes 
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Enter on the other Side of the Field, Rickhuoxp, Sir WII. 
LIAu BRAN DON, QxroRD, DokssT,, &c. 
Richm. The weary ſun hath made a golden ſet, 
And, by the bright track of his fiery ca,” 1 
Gives token 'f a goodly day to-morrow. 
Sir William Brandon, you ſhall bear my bender — 
Give me ſome ink and paper in my a 
Pl dra the form and model of our battle, CE 
Limit each leader to his ſeveral charge, _ 
And part in juſt proportion our ſmall power 
My lord of Oxford—you, Sir William Brandan—— - 
And you, Sir Walter Herbert, ſtay with me- 
The earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment ; — So 
Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to him, 
And by the ſecond hour in the morning | 
Deſire the earl to ſee me in my tent 
Vet one thing more, good captain, do for me; 
Where is lord Stanley quarter'd, do you know. ? 1 
Blunt Unleſs T have miſta'en his colours much, 1 88 
(Which, well am aſſur'd, I have not done) Ef 
His regiment hes half a mile at leaſt 
South from the mighty power of the king. 
Nichm. If without peril it be poſſible, 
Sweet Blunt, make ſome good means to ſpeak with him, 
And give him from me this moſt needful note. 
Blunt. Opon my life, my lord, PII undertake it; 
And fo, God give you quiet reſt to-night! . 
Richm. Good night, uw N * Come, 3 
tlemen, $117 JO! ; VE 
Let us conſult upon to-morrow?s buſigeſs: * 
In to my tent, the air is raw and cold. 
[ They withdraw into the tent. 


e 


5 | Eater, to his Tent, King ROY 1 No- 
- FOLK, and CATESBY. | 


K. Rich, What is't o'clock ? 
Cateſ. It's ſupper-time, my lord: 
It's nine o'clock. 


X. Nich. 
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EK. Rich. I will not ſup r — 
Give me ſome ink and paper. | 
What, is my beaver eafier than it was? 

And all my armour laid into my tent? % 
Cate. it is, my liege; andi all th are in readineſs, 


X Nich Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge; 


Uſe careful words, chooſe truſty, centincls. 
Nor, I go, wy Arle... =o b 
K. Rich. Stir with the. lark to-morrow, gentle Nor- 
folk, OR DT nc j 
Nor. 1 warrant you, my, lord. 75 b Baik 
E %% ͤV 
Rat. My lord? 
X. Rich. Send out a purſujvant at? arms | 
To Stanley's regiment ;. bid him bring his power 8 
Before ſun-riſing, left his ſon George fall 
Into the blind cave of eternal night— 3 
Fill me a bowl of wine Give me a ated: — ay 
ol; Tt [To CarzeBr,/ 
Saddle white Surrey for the field e Stine | 
Look that my ſtaves be fauna and not too pn 
Ratclift: 


Ti 2768] 1 811 


Rat. My lord? | | 10 


K. Rich, Saw'ſt thow the melancholy nd Northum- 
;berland2 , nge boo amo Men tun oe 


Rar. Thomas the car] of * port Nine W bah 


Much about cock-ſhut time, from troop to troop, 


Went through the army, cheering up the ſoldies. 


X. Rich. I am ſatisfy d. Give me a bowl of wine: 
1 have not that alacrity of ſpirit, 4] 
Nor cheer of mind, that I was-wont to e 
So, ſet it down. ls ink and paper ready >: 
Rat. It is, my lord. . 
K. Rich.- Bid my. guard watch, and have me. 
About the mid of night, come to my tent 
And help to arm me, Ratcliff.— Leave me, | * 


se RarciIrr. 


KRiehko N' s 


| Richuoxp' s Tent opens, and diſcovers bim and bis Meere, 
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&c. Enter STAN LEY. 


Stan. Fortune and victory fit on thy helm 5 

Rich. All comfort that the dark night can afford, 
e to thy perſon, noble father-in-law ! 

Tell me, how fares our loving mother? 

Stan. Il, by attorney, bleſs thee from thy mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good: | 
So much for that.— The ſilent hours ſteal on, 

And flaky darkneſs breaks within the eaſt. 
In brief, for ſo the ſeaſon bids us be, 

Prepare thy battle early in the morning; 
And put thy fortune to the arbitrement 
Of bloody ſtrokes, and mortal ſtaring war. 
I, as | may (that which I would, I cannot) 
With beſt advantage will deceive the time, 
And aid thee in this doubtful ſhock of arms : 
But on thy ſide I may not be toe forward, 
Leſt, being feen, thy tender brother George 


Be executed in his father's ſight. 


Farewell : The leiſure, and the fearful time 

Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love, 

And ample interchange of ſweer diſcourſe, 

Which ſo long ſundred friends ſhould dwell upon; 

God give us leiſure for theſe rites of love! 

Once more, adieu: — Be valiant, and ſpeed well! 
Richm.. Good lords, conduct him to his regiment 2? 

Til ſtrive, with troubled thoughts to take a nap ; 

Leſt leaden lumber peize me down to-morrow, 

When | ſhould mount with wings of victory 

Ouce more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen, 

[Exeunt Lords, &c. 

O Thou! whoſe captain I account myſelf, 

Look on my forces with a gracious eye; 

Put in their hands thy bruiſing irons of wrath, 


That they may cruſh down with a heavy fall 


The uſurping helmets of our adverſaries 


2 


Make us thy miniſters of chaſtiſement, 1 
That we may praiſe thee in thy victory! 4 
To thee I do commend my watchful ſoul, 
Ere 1 let fall the windows of mine eyes; 
Sleeping, and n Oo defend me in! mw bor. 


Enter the 505 Y Prince Eowann, he to Hex the 
: Sixth. 1 
22 Lern me fe heavy on 7 = og to-morrow! 


ets il nale {To K. Rien. 


Think, how —— gab'aſt me in the prime of youth 
At Tewkſbury ; Deſpair therefore, and die!  * 
Be cheerful, — hy _ wronged ſouls 
# ne" | To Ric n. 
Of buickart] princes s fight i in woe Wantz : | 
2 Henry's CITY comforts thee, n 


Enter the Ghoſt * He NRY the Sixth, 


_ Ghoſt, When 1 was erer oo nes _ 
— 7 
By thee was hoes ful i of deadly holes: 
Think on the Tower, and me; Deſpair. and die; 
Henry the ſixth bids thee deſpair, and die! 
Virtuous and holy, be thou Conqueror - ! 
n e Ricun- 
Harry, that prophefy'd thou ſhouldſt be king, 
Doth comfort thee i in thy fleep; ; Live, and flouriſh! 


2 Enter the Ghoſt of Cupbincer: 


390. Let 1 me ſit heavy on thy ſoul to-morrow ! 
[To K. mien. 
I, that was waſh'd to death with fulſome wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death! 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 
And fall thy edgeleſs ſword ; Deſpair, and die — 
Thou e of the Houſe of INI; 


The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee; 
Good angels * battle! Live, and flouriſh ! * 
Vol. V. Ii a Enter 
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{To Rieuu. 
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? Enter the Ghoſts of Rrvxns, Grey, and VaudHAN. 
Riv. Let me fit heavy on thy ſoul to-morrow, 3 
[To K. Rien. 
Rivers, that dy d at Pomfret ! Deſpair, and die ! 
Grey, Think upon Grey, and let thy ſoul deſpair! 
[To K. Rieu. 
Faugb. Think upon Tens and, with guilty fear, 
Let fall thy lance! Deſpair, and die !— | To K. Rich. 
All. Awake! and think, our wrongs in Richard's bo- 
ſom 


Will conquer him ;—awake, and win the day! 
{To Rich. 


| Enter the Ghoſt of Lord Has TINGS, 
G09 * Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake; 
| 125 K. Rick. 
And in a bloody battle end thy days! 
Think on lord Haſtings; and deſpair, and die !— 

Quiet untroubled ſoul, awake, awake ! | 
| | [To Rican, 
Arm, fight, and conquer,-for fair England's ſake ! | 


Euter the Ghoſts of the ivo young Princes. 


Ghefs. Dream on thy couſins ſmother'd in the Tower; 
Let us be lead within thy boſom, Richard, | 
| | | [ To K. Rien. 
And weigh thee down to ruin, ſhame, and death! * 
Thy nephews' ſouls bid thee deſpair, and die 
Sleep, Richmond, fleep in peace, and wake in joy ; 
[ To Rienx. 
Good angels guard thee from the boar's annoy ! 


Live, and beget a happy race of kings ! 
Edward's unhappy ſons do bid thee flouriſh, 


Enter the Ghoſt of Lady Ax NE. 


Obel. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy 
wife, Ie K. ez. 
That n never ſlept a quiet hour with thee, ? 


Now 
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Now fills thy ſteep with perturbations : 

To-morrow in the battle think on me, 

And fall thy edgeleſs ſword ; Deſpair, and die 
Thou, quiet ſoul, fleep thou a quiet fleep ; | 

. | [To Rrcums 

Dream of ſucceſs and happy victory; 

Thy adverſary's wife doth pray for thee. 


Enter the Ghoft of BUCKINGHAM. 


Go. The firſt was I, that help'd thee to the crown ; 
[ Zo K. Rick. 
The laſt was J, that felt thy tyranny : | 
O, in the battle think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy guiltineis ! 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death; 
| Fainting, deſpair; deſpairing, yield thy breath — 
I dy'd for hope, ere I could lend thee aid: [To Ricnm, 
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not diſmay'd : 
God, and good angels, fight on Richmond's ſide ; 
And Richard falls in height of all his pride. 
[ The Ghoſts Daniſh. 
X RicnaRD farts out of bis Dream, 
K Rich. Give me another horſe bind up my 
| wounds= 
Have mercy, Jeſu !—Soft ; I did bur dream. 
O coward conſcience, how doſt thou aMict me! 
The lights burn blue —Is it not dead midnight ? 
Cold fearfu} drops ſtand on my trembling fleſh. 
What do I fear * myſelf? there's none elſe by: 
Richard loves Richard; that is, Tam T. 
Ts there a murd'rer here? No;—Yes; Fam: | 
Then fly What, from myſelf? Great reaſon z Why? 
Leſt I revenge. What? Myſelon myſelf ? - 
I love myſelf Wherefore ? for any good 
That I myſelf have done unto myſelf ? 
O, no: alas, I rather hate myſelf, 
For hatcful deeds committed by myſelf. 
I am a villain: Yet, I lie, I am not. 
| Fool, of thyſelf ſpeak well :—Fool, do not flatter. 
| Iiz | My 
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My conſcience hath a thouſand ſeveral ps, | 
And every tongue brings in a ſeveral tale, 

And every tale condemns me ſor a villain, 
Perjury, perjury, in the higheſt degree ; 
Murder, ſtern murder, in the dir'ſt degree; 

All ſeveral ſins, all us'd in each degree, 

Throng to the bar, crying all- Guilty! guilty! 

J ſhall deſpair There is no creature loves me; 
And, if I die, no ſoul ſhall pity me :— 

Nay, wherefore ſhould they ? ſince that I myſelf 
Find in myſelf no pity to myſelf. 

Methought, the ſouls of all that Ihad murder'd 
Came to my tent; and every one did threat 
To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard, 


Enter RATCLIFE. 


Rat. My lord 
K. Rich. Who's there? 
Rat. My lord, tis I: The early village cock 
Hath twice done falutation to the morn ; 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour, 
K. Rich. O, Ratcliff, I have dream'd a fearful dream ! 


What thinkeſt thou? Will our friends prove all true? 


Rat. No doubt, my lord. 
K. Rich. Ratcliff, I fear, I fear 
Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of ſhadows. 
K. Rich. By the apoſtle Faul, ſhadows to-night 
Have ſtruck more terror to the ſoul of Richard, 
Than can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand ſoldiers, 
Armed in proof, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 
It is not yet near day, Come, go with me 
Under our tents ; I'll play the eaves-dropper, 


To hear, if any mean to ſhrink from me. 
[Exeunt K. RICHARD. and RATCLIFF» 


RICHMOND wales. Enter Oxr0RD, and others. 


Lords. Good-morrow, Richmond. | 
Richm, Cry mercy, lords, and watchful gentlemen, 


That you have ta'en a tardy ſluggard here. 
£5 | Lords. | 


t * 
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Lords, How have you ſlept, my lord? 
Richm. The ſweeteſt fleep, and vireſt-bading dreams, 
hat ever enter'd in a drowſy head, | 
Have I ſince your departure had, my lords. | 
Methought, their ſouls, whoſe bodies Richard murder d, 
Came to my tent, and cry'd—On ! victory! 
I. promiſe you, my heart is very jocund 
In the remembrance of ſo fair a dream, 
How far into the morning is it, lords? 1 
| Lords. Upon the ſtroke of four. | | 
Richm, Why, then 'tis time to arm, and give direc- | 
ti0N_ _ [He advances to the Troops. 
More than I have faid, loving countrymen, | 
The leiſure and enforcement of the time | 
Forbids to dwell upon: Yet remember this : J 
God, and our good cauſe, fight upon our ſide : | | 
The prayers of holy faints, and wronged ſouls, | 
Like high-rear'd bulwarks, ſtand before our faces; | 
Richard except, thoſe, whom we fight againſt, 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow, 9 
For what is he they follow ? truly, gentlemen, 
A bloody tyrant, and a homicide ; 
One rais'd in blood, and one in blood eltabli d; 
One that made means to come by what he hath, 
And ſlaughter'd thoſe that were the means to help him; 
A bate foul ſtone, made precious by the foil 
Of England's chair, where he is falſely ſet: 
One that hath ever been God's enemy: | N | 
Then, if you fight againſt God's enemy, 
God will, in juſtice, ward you as his ſoldiers; 
If you do ſweat to put a tyrant down, 
You ſleep in peace, the tyrant being ſlain; 
If you do fight againſt your country's foes, 
Your country's fat ſhall pay your pains the hire; 
If you do fight in fafeguard of your wives, 
Your waves ſhall welcome home the conquerors! . 
If you do free your children from the ſword, 
Your children's children quit it in your age. 
Then, in the name of God, and all theſe rights, 
Ii3 Advante 


gon reer 


* 


| Who faw the ſun to-day ? 
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Advance your ſtandards, draw your willing Fords: : 

For me, the ranſom of my bold attempt 

Shall be this cold corpſe on the earth's cold face; 

But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 

The leaſt of you ſhall ſhare his part thereof. 

Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully, 

God, and ſaint George! Richmond, and victory 

[Zxeunt. 


— 


Re-enter King RicnarD, RaTCL1FF, Oe. 
K. Rich. What ſaid Northumberland, as touching 
] Richmond ? 
Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 
K. Rich. He ſaid the TR; And what ſaid Surrey 
then ? X 
Rat. He ſmil'd and ſaid, the better for our purpole. 
K. Rich. He was i' the right; and ſo, indeed, it is. 
Tell the clock there.— Give me a kalendar. 


f Clock firitess 


Fat. Not I, my lord. - 
K. Rich. Then he diſdains to ſhine : for, by the dicks 


He ſhould have brav'd the caſt an hour ago: 


A. black day it will be to lomebody— 
Ratcliff— 

Rat, My lord? 

K. Rich. The ſun will not be ſeen to-day; 
The ſky doth frown and lour upon our army. 
1 would, theſe dewy tears were from the ground. 
Not ſhine to-day | Why, what is that to me, 


More than to Richmond ? for the ſelf-ſame heaven 


That, frowns on me, looks ſadly upon him. 


Enter NoRTOLX. 


Ner. Arm, arm, my lord; the foe vaunts in the field. 
K. Rich. Come, buſtle, buſtle; ;—Capariſon my 
horſe 


Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power: 
| I wil 
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1 will lead forth my ſoldiers to the plain, 
And thus my battle ſhall be ordered. 
My foreward ſhall be drawn out all in length, 
Cnſiſting equally of horſe and foot; 
Our archers ſhall be placed in the mid: 
John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of this foot and horſe. 
They thus directed, we will follow 
In the main battle; whoſe puiffance on either ſide 
Shall be well winged with our chiefeſt horſe. 
This, and ſaint George to boot !—What think'ſt thou, 
Norfolk ? 
Nor. A good direction, warlike fovereign—— 


This found 1 on my tent this morning. Giving a ſcroll. 


K Rich. Jocky of Norfolk, be not loo bold, [ Reads» 
For Dichon thy maſter is bought and ſold. 

A thing deviſed by the enemy. 
Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge: 
Let not our babbling dreams affright our ſouls; 
For conſcience is but a word that cowards uſe, 
Devis'd at firſt to keep the ſtrong in awe; 
Our ſtrong arms be our conſcience, fwords our law, 
March on, join bravely, let us to't pell-mell 


If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell, —- 


What ſhall I ſay more than I have inferr'd? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal ;,— 
A ſort of vagabonds, raſcals, and run aways, 

A ſcum of Brittains, and baſe lackey peaſants, 
Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits forth 
To deſperate ventures and afſur'd deſtruction. 
You ſleeping ſafe, they bring you to unieſt ; 
You having lands, and bleſt with beauteous wives, 
They would diſtrain the one, diſtain the other. 
And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow, 
Long kept in Brittaine at our brother's coſt ? 
A milk-ſop, one that never in his life 

Felt ſo much cold as over ſhoes in ſnow ? 

Let's whip theſe ſtragglers o'er the ſeas again; 
Laſh hence theſe over-weening rags of France, 


Theſe 


P 
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Theſe famiſh'd beggars, weary of their lives; 
Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 


For want of means, poor rats, had bang'd themſelves : 5 


If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us, 

And not theſe baſtard Brittains; whom our fuckers 
Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd, 
And, on record, left them the heirs of ſhame. 

Shall theſe enjoy our lands? lie with our wives ? 


 Raviſh our daughters ?— Hark, I hear their drum. 


[ Drum afar off. 
Fight, 3 of England! fight, bold yeomen! 


Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head! 
Spur your proud horſes hard, and ride in blood; 


Amaze the welkin with your broken ſta ves! 


Enter a Meſſenger, 


What ſays lord Stanley? will he bring his power? 


Me. My lord, he doth deny to come. 

K Rich. Off with his ſon George's head. 

Nor My lord, the enemy hath paſt the marſh ; 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 

X Rich A thouſand hearts are great within my boſom : : 
Advance our itandards, ſet upon our foes; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair Sai t George, 
Inſpire us with the ſpleen of fiery dragons ! 
Upon them! Victory fits on our helms, [ Exeunt, 


* WY - — 
2 — 3 . PRES 


- SCENE IV. 


Another . of the Field. Alarum. Excur fon. Enter 
| CATESBY. 


Catef, Reſcue, my lord of Norfolk ! reſcue ! reſcue ! 
The king enacts more wonders than a man, 
Daring an oppoſite to every danger; 
His horſe is flain, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death: 
R.-ſcue, fair lord! or elſe the day is loſt! 


MRP. - KING RICHARD-I!T, 381 
Alarum. Enter King RichaRD. * 


K. Rich. A horſe! a horſe! my kingdom for a ; horſe! 
Cateſ. Withdraw, my lord, I'Il help you to a horſe! 
K. Rich. Slave, | have ſet my life upon a caſt, 
And I will ſtand the hazard of-the dye : 
I think, there be ſix Richmonds in the field; 
Five have I ſlain to-day, inſtead of him 
A horſe ! a horſe ! my kingdom for a horſe! 
Th [Excunt, 


| Alarums, Enter King RichARD and R1cuMoND; they 
fight, RICHARD 7 ts N 


3 and Flouriſh. Enter Richuoxp, STANLEY, bear- 
ing the Crown, with divers other Lords 


. Richm, God, and your arms, be prais'd, victorious | 
friends ; | 
The day is ours, the bloody dog i is dead, 
Stan. Courageous Richmond, well haſt thou acquit 
thee ! 
Lo, here, theſe long- uſurped royalties, 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I pluck'd off to grace thy brows withal ; 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make uſe of it. 
Richm, Great God of heaven, ſay, amen, to all. 
But, tell me, is young George Stanley living ? 
Stan, He is, my lord, and ſafe in Leiceſter town; 
Whither, if it pleaſe you, we may now withdraw us. 
Richm, What men of name are ſlain on either ſide ? 
Stan. John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers, 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir William Brandon. 
Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births, 
Proclaim a pardon to the ſoldiers fled, 
That in ſubmiſſion will return to us; 
And then, as we have ta'en the ſacrament, 
We will vnite the white roſe and the red. 
Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction, 
That long hath frown'd upon their enmity 
What 
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What traitor hears me, and ſays not—amen ? 
England hath long been mad, and ſcarr'd herſelf; 
The brother blindly ſhed the brother's blood, 
The father raſhly flaughter'd his own ſon, 

The ſon, compell'd, been butcher to the fire; 

All this divided York and Lancaſter, 

Divided, in their dire diviſion.—— 

O, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true ſucceeders of each royal houſe, 


By God's fair ordinance conjoin together? 


And let their heirs (God, if thy will be fo), 
Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fac'd peace, 
With ſmiling plenty, and fair proſperous days! 
Abate the edge of uraitors, gracious Lord, 


That would reduce theſe bloody days again, 


And make poor England weep in ſtreams of blood! 
Let them not live to taſte this land's increaſe, 
That would with treaſon wound this fair land's peace! 
Now civil wounds are ſtopp'd, peace lives again; 
That ſhe may long live here, God ſay— Amen! 

| TE [ Excunts 


THE END OF THE FIFTH YOLUME. 


